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2 THE GOLD- WORSHIPPERS : 

'Conferred upon his third bride the honours of 
a state which may be truly designated that 
of double-blessednesSj as it unites the advan- 
tages of being single with the comforts and 
independence of the married condition. But 
having had the misfortune to be born that 
nondescript thing, a younger son of a great 
family, the Colonel found himself compelled 
to marry twice for money before he could 
consQientiously think of entering the holy 
state once for love. But he did it at last, 
in style, when, having reached the ripe 
manhood of sixty-three, he married the 
Honourable Geraldine Margaret Annabella, 
:fifth and youngest daughter of the Right 
Honourable Baron St. Alwyn, a girl about 
sixteen years old, who having little or no 
fortune, and a great deal of beauty, cer- 
tainly gave some reason for the universal 
opinion of the fashionable world at the time, 
which pronounced that Colonel Sparkleton's 
marriage with Miss St. Alwyn was decidedly 
a love-match. He might have had his pick 
of the whole lot of the St. Alwyn daughters, 
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the ddest of whom wsu^ a good deal nearer 
his own age, and was, therefore, a nmch 
more suitabte alliance. At least, she consi- 
dered so herself; and never forgave her 
jonnger sister for her unhandsome beha- 
viour in carrying off the priase, though she 
oondescended, as far a£ possible, to partake 
of the advantages thence accruing. 

A love-match, or of some sentiment that 
goes by that name in good society, the affair 
undoubtedly was, on one side at least. Nor 
do we know that we have any right to dis- 
pute &at it was so with both of the con- 
tracting parties, save the ill-natured reflec- 
tions of a pack of <&appointed nephews 
and nieces, on ascertedning that the Colonel 
had left the whole of his property to his 
widow, on his demise. ^ After the life she 
had led him f ^' But what could one ex- 
pect from an dd fod, without a particle of 
sense, marrying a girl oi her age?' ^^ I am 
sure, I think, she served him quite right ; 
ofdy for him to leave her all his money !" 
were the sorrowing comments of those near 

b2 



4 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS: 

and affectionate relatives, on learning the 
facts of the case. 

And how had she served him? With 
the most diligent inquiries, in the most 
scandalous quarters, we have not been able 
to fix upon her any more serious charge 
than that of a general system of flirtation 
and coquetry which any fashionable married 
woman might permit herself, without the 
slightest attaint to her character. Men 
unanimously pronounced her a " charming 
woman — a most delightful creature;" and 
declared Colonel Sparkleton " the most en- 
viable old fellow in existence." As to 
women, they have always something maU- 
cious to say against those of their own sex 
who are much admired by the opposite one. 
But as Mrs. Sparkleton's society, both be- 
fore and after the demise of the " enviable 
old fellow," was eagerly sought and culti- 
vated by ladies who were themselves models 
of correctness, and who, in private, most 
severely judged her conduct and demeanour, 
we cannot think there was any real founda- 
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tion for the reports which, from time to 
time, were vaguely raised, to balance the 
almost irresistible effect of Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton's gaiety, wit, beauty, and — ^audacity. 

Perhaps, after all, the Colonel thought it 
more amusing to be tormented to death by 
a fascinating young wife, than by the con- 
sanguineous relatives who, in general, un- 
dertake that task for elderly gentlemen 
having money to leave. One undeniable 
fact appears on the record. He left all 
that he possessed in the world — houses, in 
town and country, an estate, a valuable 
stud of horses, his pointers and his portrait 
— to his beloved wife, the honourable Geral- 
dine Margaret Annabella, in addition to the 
very handsome jointure he had settled on 
her at their marriage. At twenty-four, the 
proprietress of those Christian designations 
found herself rich, young, and independent 
of all control, or, as she expressed it, " left 
alone in the world, with nobody but herself 
to look to for advice and protection." In 
truth, her right honourable father and 
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mother were hoik gm^ if <me mlghtbelieTe 
ike tablets over tlie fanulj pew, to await a 
joyful resurrection firom tlbe ravlts below 
the church, wheoce^ meanwhUe^ aocording 
to more matter^-faot chemists^ they were 
cchaling in the &rm of noxious gases, to 
oonrupt the air for surriTors. Gone, how- 
ever^ tiiey were, and Mrs. Sparkleton was 
folly determined that she would submit 
herself in future to the contrtA of no one 
who did not possess some bettor right to 
exercise it than a pompous and dogmatic 
nobkman of a brother, and four sneering^ 
dd-maidish sisters. 

Not that she thought of a husband; in 
the resenration. Mrs. Sparkleton imagined, 
or, at all erents, declared, that she had had 
quite enough of husbands. And, moreoTW, 
^ slm adored the memory^ of h» def anet 
spouse. She ^ hated to be chained,** and 
was ^ quite satisfied to remain as she was.'* 
In lact, she had been two o^ three years a 
widow at the time our histoy begins ; and, 
great as her loss was, we are happy to be: 
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able ta record, she bad so fiu* got oyer it, 
that not the slightest vestige remniiied in 
her eostame of all the wofal appradages 
irith wbidi w<»Qen lamest their departed 
krds. At the ittoment we commence, Mrs. 
SparUetoB was seated in a little boudoir,. 
OTerlooking some gardens, which was fur- 
nished with the magnifie^ice and elegance 
rf a fairy drawing-room ; attired in the 
IiTeliest and lightest possible morning cos^ 
tume^ of white muslin flowered with the 
most delirate apple^blossoms, with a tiny 
lace ci^ on her bead, that seemed accident- 
allj dropped by some sylph just on the 
crown, and rose-satin slippers half buried 
m a richly cmibroidered ettoman, which 
tiiey bad the honour el sharing with a snaw-» 
white lap-dog, sot mueh larger than the 
one mentioiied by historians — ^fabulists we 
mean — as beiing able to pass with facilitf 
through a ring. 

. This boodcHr had been c<mtriTed wA 
embellished, with the profusion of elderif 
passiott, bff the late Gokmei. He had ex- 
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hansted on it all the taste and elegance, 
and spent no trifle of the cash he had 
acquired in his painful apprenticeship to 
his two first wives : one an exacting heiress, 
the other a still more exacting widow, with 
a large jointure. He had even matched 
the hangings to his last young bride's com- 
plexion. She was a brunette, and, conse- 
quently, the walls were of yellow satin, 
puckered and gilded into splendid centre- 
pieces, so that they resembled suns in full 
blaze — in the opinion of many people and 
intention of the upholsterer ; but, according 
to the report of the eldest Miss St. Alwyn, 
in reality only "great ugly sunflowers." 
Every little ingenious toy and decoration 
that riches and luxury could procure or 
demand, filled the apartment — in fact, 
stowed it, so that it was dangerous for 
any one not perfectly familiar with the 
geography to move in it, for fear of knock- 
ing over some invaluable little treasure of 
art or virtu. 

Supreme among all these the Colonel had 
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doubtless considered his own portrait — 
which was, in fact, a very fine Carrick 
miniature, displaying the artist's forte of 
characteristic resemblance to his originals 
in perfection. This he had placed in 
the most conspicuous place in the room, 
over the mantelpiece, immediately above 
a superb bronze column of Vend6me, 
with its little conqueror of the world on 
the top, looking down with folded arms 
— ^not on mankind, but on a beautiful 
statuette of Taglioni, in one of her most 
inspired gyrations. The Colonel knew that 
people always looked at that, and he ex- 
pected, in consequence, that they would 
always see him, just above it, in his fine 
regimentals, with his Waterloo medal on 
his breast, which he had won by the merest 
accident in the world; for it was neither 
his own nor his mother's intention that he 
should see any actual service when he en- 
tered the Guards. This portrait was, how- 
ever, no longer visible. Mrs. Sparkleton 
could not bear the afflicting reminiscences 
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excited by its contemplation; or else she 
was afraid that the colours would fade by 
constant exposure to the light; so she had 
procured a very fine rosewood case for it, 
richly inlaid with silver work, and always 
kept it locked. In fact, at last she could 
not open it ; for, in playing with the key, her 
charming little lapdog, Fidele, had one day 
forgotten to return it, and as no very dili* 
gent inquiries were ever made into his 
peccadilloes, its fate remained a mystery. 

It would be a fruitful subject of philo* 
sophic research to inquire why women so 
frequently call their lapdogs " Fiddle." The 
word has a pretty sound, but one would 
think it would often have an air of reproach 
in their sensorium. We have no time, how^ 
ever, to philosophise; and simply recom* 
mending the matter to the attention of 
metaphysicians, proceed in our narrative 
by stating the important fact that Mrs* 
Sparkleton was at breakfast, — at breakfast 
in her boudoir ; — ^we request the reader to 
notice this fact, because, as it was an almost 
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custom oi the lad j to breakfast 
ht bed, it is natmral to suppose that she had 
Mffifte especial reason tor being out of it on 
this occa^bn. Not to keep the reader too 
kog is eoQJectiire — she had a gaest, to 
whoiEi; for some reasosi or another, she 
thought such a mark of complaisance was 
due. 

It wouM hare been difficult, nerertheless, 
to diseoTer aoj good personal reason in the 
"fisiter's self to account for this distinction. 
A little old woman, in rustj old mourning, 
and in a widow's eap, not half so prim^ 
drawn*up, and starched, as hers^f and her 
d^ueanour, sate opposite to Mrs. Sparkleton 
at breakfast. A table of beautiful or*molu. 
on which was a tra j covered with materials 
fer the neal, sirred in the fihest diina, and 
artistieaHj wrought silv^, separated the. 
parties. Physically and morally, it would 
scarcely hare been possiUe to oppose two 
stronger cantrasts^ thus brought into juxta* 
position by the infinence of a power mightier 
than nature and desturjr combined. Hay- 
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ing only three thousand a year, and being 
i)esides of a speculative turn, Mrs. Sparkle* 
ton was of course in debt ; and the little 
old woman was one of those extraordinary 
productions of the universal and insatiable 
love of gold which distinguishes modern 
times — a female usurer. 

Mrs. Skinflintz was the widow of a man 
of the. purest Caucasian breed, though she 
herself always professed to be a Christian, 
and perhaps with as good reason as many 
whose more punctual attendance at church 
gives them the right to call themselves so. 
Her late respected partner had raised him- 
self, by his own merits and industry, to the 
honourable position he occupied at his death 
— that of bill-discounter and money-lender 
to a numerous private connexion among the 
younger nobility and gentry, at the moderate 
rate of seventy-five and a half per cent., 
with the usual bonuses, and on good security. 
He began life as a slopseller in Houndsditch, 
and ended it as a first-rate west end pawn- 
broker, an honoured name on 'Change, a 
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familiar of the high and mighty, the 
proudest of whom addressed him as their 
" dear Skinflintz ! " leaving his widow and 
family some seventy thousand pounds to 
divide among them, and the light of his 
example to guide them through the glitter- 
ing earthmines of Mammon. Attached by 
habit and an unabated thirst for increase, 
his widow accordingly still *' carried on the 
business," — as the American sausage- 
maker's spouse caused to be engraven on 
her husband's headstone. 

As ,.e have said, it was scarcely pos^ble 
to find a stronger contrast than these two 
breakfasters presented. The fine Grecian 
nose and aristocratic profile of Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, with its Chalons-like colouring and 
' delicacy of outline and hues, was in forcible 
opposition to the little turned-up olfactory 
of Mrs. Skinflintz, and the dirty tincture of 
her skin, which still retained the tints of a 
Houndsditch atmosphere. The elegant 
stature and contour of the lady were as 
little in teeping with the short, bent, and 
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narrow*Gliested figure of her guest-— who 
was so, because Mns. Sparklet(»i did not 
choose she should be known as her money* 
lender. Perhaps for an additional reason, the 
lady having disooyered one human weaikness 
in the composition of the Female Usur», 
which was, a great desire to pass for an 
intimate and personal friend with people of 
rank* It was particulariiy necessary on 
this occasion to cajole Mrs. Skinflintz; 
whence the unusual honour of an invitation 
to the only meal which Mrs. Sparkleton 
thought die could faaye the patienoe to 
partake with her. The lady's natund 
haughtiness and incofisiderateness of cha- 
racter were, however, subjected to a severe 
trial in the effort, as will a{^ear from a 
brief outline of the conversation between 
theoQu 
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CHAPTER IL 



^^ Well, but, dear Mrs. Skinflintz, why 
don't yoa leave off mourning, now? I am 
sore, old Skinflintz — I mean, pooi* Mr. 
Skinflintz — ^has been dead quite long enough^ 
hasn't he?" Mrs. Sparkleton was saying, 
with an air of affectionate interest and 
reminiscence, as if striving to recollect how 
long the lamented departed had been gone. 
^* Tastes differs— I don't think so, that's 
all, mum," replied the usuress, snappishly. 
^' Fine ladies has different opinions, of 
course, from ouis— but I must say, I don't 
think three years such an immense time to 
wter mourning for one's poor dear husband, 
wh^ he's gme, never more to xetumP 
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Perhaps Mrs. Sparkleton thought in her 
own mind that the indefinite prolongation of 
such an absence was one of its consolations. 
But she was too well-bred to say anything 
that she really thought. 

^^ Ah, — when people are so much attached 
as you and Mr. Skinflintz were ... I believe?" 
she replied, with some little involuntary 
doubt quivering on the last word. 

" We was as happy a couple as ever lived !" 
said Mrs. Skinflintz, setting down her coffee- 
cup with a fervour of emotion that nearly 
cracked the saucer. 

" Perhaps !" thought the widow of Colonel 
Sparkleton; adding aloud, " I only men- 
tioned it because I really don't think the 
dress becomes you, nor any one ! It is the 
ugliest thing that ever was invented, that 
horrid widow's cap, and I believe the men 
contrived it ampug themselves, out of 
jealousy, in order that it might be quite im- 
possible for us to get married the— no, I do 
not quite mean that ! Of course, nobody 
would think of getting married again the 
first year or two." 
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" I believe some people do, though, all 
the same," replied Mrs. SkinjQiintz, sardoni- 
cally. " But, as I never intend, — ^for my 
poor children's sake, left fatherless in a 
wicked world,--ever to think of anybody 
never no more, I may just as well wear my 
mourning out as not; for, since her dear 
parent was taken away, Eebecca's grown so 
headstrong, she won't wear my things made 
up again — as she used — and washing comes 
so expensive when there's a large family, 
even though people does wash at home — 
you must find that yourself, mum ?" 

"Oh, Florine attends to all that— my 
mind is so much harassed with business of 
all sorts, you know, Mrs. Skinflintz, since 
the colonel died, that I have no time to look 
after anything in-doors," replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton. " But you really seem as if 
you had breakfasted before you came— you 
* take nothing." 

" So I did; we always breakfast at seven, 
at home. I allow no lazy people in my 
house," said Mrs. Skinflintz, firmly. 

VOL. I. c 
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^^ Why, then, it must be almost lanch 
time with you? Let me ring fbr something 
more substantial than these breakfast baga^ 
telles," replied Mrs. Sparkletoui. 

^^ Breakfast whats?'' said Mrs. Skin*- 
flintz, glancing carionsly over the table to 
discover the viands thus designated. 

^^ I mean, you will take lunch while I 
finish my breakfast; for, I am almost 
ashamed to say it, I was not up so early 
as usual to-day — at the Opera late last 
night. You will take a little cold tongue 
and fowl, and a glass of sherry?" 

" Not before business — I never eat 
hearty before business ; and poor Mr. Skin- 
flintz never would touoh a drop of anything 
while he was making an arrangement 
with a party," replied Mrs. Skinflintz, who 
eherished an idolatrous admiration for the 
memory of her husband, in aU money- 
making matters. 

^ Let us to business, tiien, my dear 
woman," said Mrs. Sparkleton, with an 
eagerness which, as a borrower now of 
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some standing, she oagbt to have known 
better than exhibit. " You can't tell how 
anxious I am to have the thing concluded ! 
It is a larger sum than usual, I own, this 
time ; but then it will yield thousands per 
. . • per cent., don't you call it? — and re- 
trieve everything, and set me quite right 
again, you know ; for it is really very harass- 
ing to have to be borrowing continually! 
But then the Colonel lived so up to his in- 
come, and I knew so little about business 
when he left me everything to manage, that 
it is no wonder . . • . in short, I want six 
tiiousand pounds/' 

" Six thousand poimds !" repeated Mrs. 
Skinflintz — even her professional tran- 
quillity a little struck from its legs. " Six 
thousand pounds !" 

" I wish, indeed, that you could make it 
eight or nine, or even ten. I shall never 
have such an opportunity again, I suppose :: 
and that annoying Madame Millefleui^ talks 
quite imp«*tinently about her horrid bill. 
But I must have the six,^ said Mrs. 

c2 
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Sparkleton, as if she were echoing some 
decree of destiny. 

^^ Must I — what, mum, the Colonel left 
no charge on the property, did he ?" replied 
Mrs. Skinflintz, with evident eagerness and 
alarm in her tones. 

'^ Oh, dear, no, — ^no charge, none what- 
ever—don't imagine it," replied the bor- 
rower, hastening to dispel this unpropitious 
idea. "You can see the will — any one 
can see it, you know, for a shilling. I 
want the money to make a — a — let us see 
what it is called ! — an investment" 

"You — do — ^mum?" returned the lender, 
with an involuntary pause between every 
word of the interrogation. 

" Why not? Every one, you know, is 
speculating now ! It is not like trade — it 
is nothing low; and one makes such pro- 
digious sums of money, that it is quite 
amazing ! " said Mrs. Sparkleton, — her 
charming cheeks and eyes glowing and 
sparkling with a passion which their beauty 
was scarcely originally bestowed to display. 
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^^ A thousand per cent ! — Indeed, mum, 
it would be! I never made so much in 
all my bom days, nor Mr. S. either, and 
we've had dealings where a fair return 
might as reasonably be expected as any- 
where," said Mrs. Skinflintz, with some 
vehemence, perhaps indignation, at the 
bare idea of any one, not in the mystery, 
making a profit which its most skilful 
adepts were so rarely indeed enabled to 
realize, with all their praiseworthy ex- 
ertions. 

^' But then there never was such a time 
as this — such a — ^^ began Mrs. Sparkleton. 

^' I know there's a great demand for 
money now, mum, — people will give almost 
any price for it! But a thousand per 
shent I — as my poor dear husband used to 
say, in his way, for I always call it cent. 
myself, and I believe it's the right pro- 
nounciation. A thousand per cent. !" 

^^ Perhaps I may make a mistake. I 
don't exactly know what it will be — ^how 
much per cent., as you call it — ^yes, that's 
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the proper word — ^but sometiiiiig quit^ tre- 
mendans," replied Mrs. fiparkleton, calmly. 

^^ Then, I wonder^ mum, yoa can have 
the conscience — a lady of your property — 
to Idimk &r Id inke the bread out of the 
mouths of the inidaw and .the fatherless, and 
tor thiidL of 'Wanting me to lend you money 
farto lend to somebody eke!" said Mrs. Skin- 
fSniz, agitated out of her politeness by fhe 
only powerful passion of her nature, thus 
outraged. 

" Nonsense, my dear woman ! I don't 
mean to lend to any one ! Wiiat are you 
talkii^about ?' retianedtthehdy, tranquilly, 
and preparing to help hersdf to a second 
cup of coffee. 

^^ Thai I beg pairdon, mum. I. thought 
for certain— ^why, how is it possible to get 
sudh a per cartage, unless one— not that 
leading's a good trade! The risks is so 
enormous, that I am sure I often resolve to 
give up business, and retire on ;an honest 
^^oaaapetttce. But ^tiien Idiere's one'£ dhil- 
drenP 
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" I never heard of your losing much, 
Skinflintz; I thought you irere remarkal)ly 
luoky on the oontrary," said the borrower^, 
soothingly, and perhaps a little uneasily. 

^'Well, moderate, mum. I have three 
wretches in the Bench now, that will never 
fesy me a halfpenny of what they owe — 
will rot in prison rather ! To be sure, two 
of them was of poor Mr. S.'s making, 
quite against my advice; but he would 
take his own way, and so he robbed his 
diildren for tiie sake of three vagabonds 
who, if they could get out, would think no 
more of letting me and my children want a 
meal's victuals than I would of seeing a cat 
starve. But what on earth invisstment cao. 
a lady like you want to make, when you 
have been obliged to go so &r beyond your 
iheans, that you cannot pay even your dress- 
iiiaker?^ little account?" 

^ Little account ! I wish you saw it! 
"Wby, it is twice as long as the yards of 
aongs tiny sell aJiout lihe straets," aaid Mrs« 
Sparkleton. 
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^^ Lawk, mum, you mast he extravagant 
in dress !" returned the money-lender. 

" One cannot always wear the same thing. 
But I assure yon I am not the least ex- 
travagant ; only the bill has not been paid 
since the Colonel died — I have been so hur- 
ried ever since. But Ilcnow you will make 
allowance for my position. You must have 
found what a nuisance it is to have to do 
and look to everything yourself." 

" Well, mum, you are the best judge. 
But what can you want so much money for 
— all at once ? I have known lots of ladies 
that wanted money, but scarcely ever one 
that wanted so much at a time," said Mrs. 
Skinflintz, in a mollified manner, no doubt 
affected by the resemblance of her own 
situation to that of her intending debtor. 

" I want to buy railway shares, of course ! 
I wonder you don't guess it. Everyone is 
buying railway shares, and making such 
fortunes, one is quite astonished to hear 
about them!" said Mrs. Sparkleton, with 
enthusiasm. 
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"Hum, ha! — Railways?" replied Mrs. 
Skinflintz, with a pinched smile, that invo- 
luntarily screwed itself round her thin, 
tight lips. "Yes, everybody is buying 
railway shares; and that makes money so 
dear. Money is money now-a-days ! Not 
that I blame people, that have the means^ 
for speculating. But, of course, as a lonely 
widow, left with a family, and all the 
etceteras, I must have goodj undeniable' 
security. And, as to lending six thousand 
pounds, all at once, people must think I am 
made of money !" 

Mrs. Sparkleton thought her friend 
looked yellow enough, at all events, to de- 
serve such a reputation ; but without 
alluding to that private opinion she con* 
tented herself with declaring that, at the 
very least, she must have six thousand 
pounds. This she reiterated with a vivacity 
and resolution to which it appeared that 
Mrs. Skinflintz found she could not long- 
offer effectual resistance. 

" Well, if you mustj mum, you must, cer- 
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tainly ! ' I shall have to borrow myself, — 
but, ori goodseeurihf, I will try wliat I can 
do! Undeniable security'! Poor Mr. 8. 
never had no opinion of railways, especially 
after he found so many people took to buying 
in them. Says he, not many hours befiore 
his death, ^ Sarah,' says he, ' mind what 
I tell you ! — never you meddle with raUs ! 
There is too many people, that have nothing 
to pay with, buying in them, for them to 
pay people as has!' But, of course, tiiatrs 
nothing to nobody — and things, I own, look 
uncommon well, just at present — only, as a 
friend, I should recommend you to be care- 
ful what line you buy into." 

" Oh, I have nothing to do with that! — 
Mr. Gullibull, the great Russia merchant, 
you know, has promised to do everything 
for me of that sort : I have only to find the 
money," said Mrs. Sparkleton, her fine lip 
imperdeptibfy curling at the cordial title 
which it pleased her monied ^friend ' to 
confer upon herself. 

^^ GuUibuU? a very good name, indeed ! 
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And has Jhe talksen to raHs?" retiimed 
Skinflihte, with visibly excited interest. 
^^ I wonder what'U become of his business? 
But that's his business! They say he's 
worth half a million, if he's worth: a farthing. 
But, goodness, Mrs. Spo^kleton, mum, how 
came you to know him?" 

" Why, through the Fitahautons; Lord 
Fitsfaauton .married their daughter, you 
know — or rather, you don!t, I suppose," 
said the lady, with some embarrassment, 
bat Whioh she quickly shook. off. 

" A grand foortin, I s'pose? Yes, my 
husband used ito know kirn ; he spent a good 
dfeal of money beforc he ciune of age, and 
iby poor husband used alwa}^ to like ix) 
lend a hand to young men in difficulti^. 
He paid all off handsomely wh^a 1^ married, 
so I s'pose she wus a great ^rtin' ?" 

^^A hundred thousand pounds, I havB 
heard ! Eke, of course, a man of such good 
family as Lord Fitzhauton would never 
haye married a city nmshroom!s daughter," 
rqpUed Mrs. Bparkleton, witii an expression 
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which might have seemed to an acute 
observer not altogether one of satisfaction, 
or even of the contemptuous feeling indicated 
by her words. ^^ But what has that to do 
with the matter? I want six thousand 
pounds on Longacres, and if you will not 
lend it, another will." 

"You are all right, if you have old 
GuUibuU for an adviser; I don't know a 
better name going," resumed Mrs. Skin- 
flintz, without noticing in the slightest 
degree the impatience obvious in her inter- 
locutor's tone. " He knows the Eailway 
King himself, so it must be all right : only 
let me advise you one thing for your good, 
mum : whenever Humson sells out, you sell 
out." 

" I shall leave all that to Mr. GullibuU : 
he surely understands everything about 
matters of that sort," said the lady. " But 
why don't you say whether you will lend 
the money or not?" 

" On Longacres ? — Six thousand pounds !" 

" Why, the estate cost the Colonel five- 
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and-twenty thousand! It must surely be 
worth six." 

" The lawyers, of course, will find that 
out. My lawyer won't see me wronged ; I 
mean, he must see the deeds, and will, 
and all that," said the female usurer, with 
calm deliberativeness of reflection. " But 
what I was a thinking of, Mrs. Spdrkleton, 
mum, if you'll excuse me, was this: why 
don't you try and catch young GullibuU ? 
He'll be worth having when his father dies, 
and no mistake !" 

'^What nonsense! — ^what an idea! — I 
marry that counting-house fellow!" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Sparkleton, with a disdainful 
toss of her elegant head ; yet adding, with 
less asperity, " But it is true, he will be 
worth having whenever money is the only 
recommendation a man needs have — and 
really that time seems coming fast. I'll 
think your hint over, Mrs. Skinflintz ; and 
you know my chance that way ought to be 
security enough in itself." 

. " Well, I don't know, mum ; for when I 
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lent you the fifteen hundred, you as good as 
hinted you were going to marry that great 
Lord that was here the day I was; and 
that made me take tbe LO.U. without any- 
thing else." 

The blush of womanly shame liiat slightly 
mantled in Mrs. Sparkleton's complexion 
attested she had not altogether lost that 
inconvenient and ridiculous habit incidental 
to youth and feelings not quite hardened, 
which renders it impossible completely to 
hide the sentiments, according to the usages 
of society. But she rallied with surprising 
quickness. " Why, do people say he is not 
still after me? But suppose I am not so 
agreeable to have hhn as he may be to have 
me ? I did not say I meant to marry him : 
I said I might if I chose — or what does he 
come dangling after me for, everywhere? 
But I am not bound to marry Lord Deville 
merely because he is a rich man, and a Vis* 
count ! There are many things about him 
which, I assure you, I don't like. He is a 
great deal older than I am, and I have had 
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enou^ of that ; and his character was none 
of the best in early life. Still, if it would 
make your mind easier about the security — 
I really think I hear his rap at the door ! — 
he comes to see me every morning as regu- 
larly as tiie postman — and now, I remember, 
I must have the seven thousand. I want 
one for my own use." 

^^ On the same terms as the old fifteen 
hundred?" said Mrs. Skinflintz, carelessly, 
and taking a snuff-box from her worn, old 
bombazeen pocket, she added, deliberately 
tapping the lid, ^' Though I don't see well 
how I can do it — such a large sum !" 

" My dear woman ! It was only twelve 
hundred in reality, you know, though I 
signed for the fifteen. And, upon my 
word, it is ridiculous to think of such an 
exorbitant interest as twenty per cent, on 
such a large sum," remonstrated the bor- 
rowing lady of fashion. 

^^ That's llie very reason that makes it 
high. ^ The more people want money, the 
more they ought to give for it,' my poor 



^2 THE GOLD-WOBSHIPPBRS : 

husband used to say, and it stands to 
reason," replied Mrs. Skinflintz, with elo- 
quence. " The risk's greater — and I never 
-did like them railway specs. !" 

^' But you are to lend on Longacres, not 
on my scrip !" said Mrs. Sparkleton. " I 
wonder you can try to confuse the transac- 
tions ! Besides, I heard them all agree at 
Oullibull's, the other day, that money was 
uncommonly cheap, and that you could get 
JELS much as you wanted at four per cent., 
or something of that sort. But that really 
is Lord Deville ; so I shall be glad if you 
will make up your mind whether you will 
4end it me or not. For if you will not, I 
shall try people in the city, and get as 
much as I want, without being obliged 
almost to beg for it !" 

" For goodness sake, don't, mum ! There 
is nothing done in the city but everybody 
hears of it; and what will they say of a 
lady wanting to borrow such a large sum, 
for nothing that anybody knows of? Of 
course, I'll lend the money!" ejaculated 
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Mrs. Skinflintz. " And if you don't like 
the old per centage — ^though I must say I 
never heard : anybody object to it that 
wanted money in a hurry — ^let's make it 
nine thousand, and Til take your note and 
the security for ten, at ten? You can't 
object to that, when rails pay so splen- 
didly?" 

"Very well— I'll think about it! I 
should be glad of the money, for every one 
says there never was a better opportunity 
than this new line, before it gets into the 
market. It is Lord Deville," she added, as 
a servant entered, who, in fact, announced 
that his lordship was in the library. 

" I'll have the papers made out, then, 
mum, and bring them over to you in a day 
or two to sign," said Mrs. Skinflintz, rising. 
"Tou don't take snuff, I believe; but 
you'll be so good as to excuse me, mum, 
if I take a pinch, for I can't do without it 
now, even when I visit duchesses and coun- 
tesses." 

" Take as much as you like, only I am a 

VOL I. D 
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Utile in a hurry. I can't be seen in this 
Tnretched wrapper and cap," replied Mis. 
Sparkleton, with great urbanity. '^Bot 
what duchesses and countesses do you Tisit? 
One would like t^ know that." 

^^ I neyer split on my customers. How 
would you like it yoursdf, Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton?" said the money-lender, with con- 
43iderable pathos. 

" True — ^very true ! Don't mention my 
name once in seven years, if you can help 
it. Well, have you anything more to say 
before I leave you? I think I had some- 
thing myself, but I can't remember what. 
I should like some money to pay Mille- 
fleurs-— at least a part of her bill — dl- 
jrectly." 

^^ Directly?" said Mrs. Skinflintz, in a 
ix)ne which did not seem to promise such 
rapid compliance. ^ Does old Gullibull's 
wife dabble at all?" she added, abruptly. 

" Dabble ! What do you mean ?" 

^' Buy shares. Perhaps she might want 
money unbeknown to Mr. Gullibull, to 
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transact a litde business privately on her 
own account?" 

^' Oh, no I I beUeve she knows as little 
of business as I do myself. What non* 
Aense/' said Mrs. Sparkleton, laughing 
slightly. " And then, what security can a 
married woman give?" 

^^ The best in the world — ^her husband. 
Of course, a great merchant would rather 
pay anything than go to prison." 

" Well, I shan't recommend you to 
Mrs. Gullibull; she is extravagant enough 
akeady, and you forget I have an in- 
terest in keeping her intact," returned Mrs. 
Sparkleton, laughing still more at some ludi- 
crous associations which arose in her mind. 
" But — ^yes, I thought there was some- 
thing else I wanted : the GuUibuUs are to 
give a great dinner-party shortly, and I am 
to be invited; and I want my jewds for 
the day, at least." 

^^ But the gentleman who has them will 
not lend them unless he is paid," said the 
usuress. 

d2 
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" Use your interest ;- I have no doubt 
you have some with the gentleman who has 
got them/' said Mrs. Sparkleton, with an 
emphasis that, in spite of her sevenfold 
shield of brazen skin, rather startled Mrs. 
Skinflintz. 

" Well, if you are extremely in want of 
them for a day or two, I'll persuade him 
you are going to Court, and can't do with- 
out them ; and he'll lend you them, I dare 
say, on the usual charge for jewels, — just 
the same, of course, as if they were not 
your own," she replied. " But don't let 
me keep your ladyship, mum ; I can lunch 
alone, and can find my way out, no doubt, 
afterwards." 

Mrs. Sparkleton had concluded her bar- 
gain and had forgotten the lunch, until 
reminded by this hint. 

" Oh, yes, I'll order some directly. But 
how about the money for Millefleurs? I 
told you in my note that I wanted some 
ready money for an I. 0. U., did you not 
bring some?" she returned. 
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" How much — did you want?" said 
the cautious widow of Abraham Skin* 
flintz and Co. 

" Two or three hundred pounds ; three, 
if you have it." 

^^ You can have thre^ hundred on the 
old terms, for I. 0. U's. are next to no 
security; and that, at the usual discount 
for ready money, will be just the two 
hundred and fifty I have with me." 

To do Mrs. Skinflintz bare justice, evea 
she made this proposition with some hesi- 
tation . and a strong expression of doubt 
in her visage, as if she feared that her 
customer's late intercourse with the> mer- 
cantile family of the Grullibulls might have 
made her less easy to be cheated. But 
Mrs. Sparkleton was thinking on quite 
another matter : on what she should order 
of Millefleurs when she had resumed credit 
by paying her enormous bill, in part, which 
was so long that she had never yet had 
patience to look over the items. If the 
rate of discount, or whatever Mrs. Skin- 
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flintz was pleased to call her charge, struck 
her as at all exorbitant, it raised such 
pleasant ideas simultaneouslj, that she 
never paused to consider the propriety of 
disputing it. 

" Well, I must have the money ; and I 
shall very soon be able to pay everything 
off, and not want to borrow any more. 
Where are the pen and ink?' And snatch- 
ing one from a standish, of the most ex- 
quisite workmanship, she dipped what 
seemed to be a Cupid's arrow into a little 
fountain of black marble, watched over by 
doves of alabaster, and wrote the I. 0. U. 
as carelessly as if it had been an answer 
to an invitation. Meanwhile Mrs. Skin- 
i^tz slowly produced a yellow canvass 
bag stuffed full of paper, to four times 
the amount in negotiation, and carefully 
counted out five fifty-pounds notes, which 
Mrs. Sparkleton transferred to a pocket 
of her charming little zephyr apron. She 
then rung the bell with vivacity. A foot- 
man, in her showy livery of white and 
crimson, answered. 
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" Liincli for Mrs. Skinflintz : whatever 
James has readiest ; and tell Lord Deville 
that I was just dressing to go out, and that 
I will he with him in a couple of seconds.'^ 
And so, with the gracefullest gmile and 
curtsy in the world — not having yet got 
all she wanted — Mrs. Sparkleton wished 
her money-lending friend good morning, 
and quitted the boudoir with a light and 
buoyant step. 

" She will soon be wanting more money 
since she has begun rails," mused Mrs. 
Skinflintz, awaiting the arrival of her meal. 
" And Longacres, I remember, they said, 
was a great bargain; and Tobias talks of 
buying laiid and becoming a gentleman in 
some county ; and perhaps when the dish- 
abilities is removed, he'll be a Hem. P.; 
and since he won't folly his father's busi- 
ness, perhaps I might do worse than get 
Longacres for him." 

A page entering witt the lunch inter- 
rupted this reverie, — the footman consider- 
ing himself infinitely too stylish a personage 
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to wait on a , visitor whom he strongly 
suspected, in spite of the honourable nature 
of her reception, to be some sort of a 
tradesw(»nan, or, as he expressed it, ^^ a 
snobbess.'* 
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CHAPTER III. 

What an altogether different kind of a 
' Mrs. Sparkleton was that which in a few 
minutes descended the stairs, in perfect pro- 
menade costume, from the one which had 
taken breakfast with the relict of the firm 
of Abraham Skinflintz and Co., the mother 
of the future Tobias Skinflintz, Esq., of 
Longacres. 

She had resumed all her natural coquetry 
and vivacity of manner, and looked the 
beauty and gay leader of fashion which she 
was universally considered — ay, every inch ! 
From the summit of her graceful plume of 
drooping silver feathers, frosted to represent 
snow on ice (very refreshing for the warm 
weather, which it then was), to the tip of 
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her matchless little lilac silk boots, Mrs. 
Sparkleton might have been pronounced the 
perfection of dress. Nor must the reader 
marvel at this, considering how brief a space 
she seemed to have devoted to the toilette, 
so as not to keep Lord Seville waiting an 
instant longer than she might in strict 
politeness. Her costume was the result of 
many days' deep thought and deliberation, 
and, like many another impromptu, had been 
devised with great leisure and study. 

Neither would we have it thought that 
Mrs. Sparkleton had taken so much pains 
in planning her attire to captivate her pre* 
sent visiter. We scorn all attempts to de- 
ceive the reader, as some authors do — ^but, 
thank heaven, we are not as they ! — ^who en- 
deavour to keep the real facts of the story 
as much as possible unknown and unsus- 
pected by the diligent reader until he gets 
near the end. We are willing that he 
should be as much in the secrets of our per- 
sonages as we are ourselves, having little 
other intention than to rdate exactly, for 
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tbe benefit of future ages, what we have 
seen or heard in our own. If we authors 
are compelled to be great eavesdroppers, in 
consequence, the fault lies in the curiosity of 
mankind, and in their anxiety to ascertain 
what one another are doing. For though 
it may be true that half the world does not 
know how the other half lives, (much less 
how it dies!) it cannot be denied that there 
is in general a very great desire to collect 
all possible information on the subject. And 
as to the illiberal insinuation which has 
been thrown out against one of the most 
entertaining species of modem fiction— the 
novel of fashionable life — ^that it is princi- 
pally founded on the on*dits of footmen and 
ladies' maids, we hold it to be the greatest 
compliment that could be paid to it* Who 
so likely as those authorities to have a per- 
fect knowledge and information as to what 
is going on in the houses of the great? It 
may be safely averred that they often know 
a great deal more than the masters and 
doers of the same. 
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Mrs. Sparkleton, as we have said, had 
really no wish or intention to captivate her 
noble visiter — at least, on . this occasion. 
Perhaps she had found out the futility of the 
attempt on some former one, and was satis- 
fied with having it generally reported and 
believed that Viscount Deville was greatly 
smitten with her charms, and sighed in her 
train, without herself giving so much credit 
to the rumour as other people did. That 
alone was a distinction which might well 
have flattered the pride of any woman, for his 
lordship was in high esteem and rivalry with 
the fair sex, and in great honour with his 
own. The reasons for this respect were 
manifold. First and foremost, he was rich, 
and of high rank and family connexions; 
secondly, he was a courtier, in favour, and 
made excellent speeches in parliament, when 
he chose to take the trouble, which were of 
great service to the ministry ; thirdly, he 
was a man of a convivial and sarcastic wit, 
which, in turn, recommended him to both 
sexes; and was of high character; for, in 
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consideration of all these circumstances, 
society had agreed totally to overlook and 
forget, or only to reiHember to his honour, 
some little circumstances which had dis- 
tinguished his earlier youth. Such as run- 
ning away with a particular friend's wife ; 
a feat he had accomplished before he at- 
tained his majority. But as he gave the 
injured party every satisfaction, that is to 
say, as he shot him in the right hip, so as 
to make him limp for life, and defended an 
action with such a preponderance of legal 
skill that he got off with very slight damages ; 
and as he had not committed the incalculable 
imprudence of marrying the woman he had 
seduced, he was soon restored to the esti- 
mation and honour of society. His com- 
pany was universally sought; and, at forty- 
five, excepting that he was perhaps still a 
little too often seen at the rouge-et-noir 
tables, he was considered by all mothers as 
a most suitable and desirable match for any 
of their daughters. The peccadillo of his 
youth, which had consigned the female part- 
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ner in it to shame, indigence, and perpetual 
Fans, seemed only to quicken the enthu- 
siasm of the ladies in* his favour, doubtless 
fix)m the compassion and tenderness natural 
to the female sex. 

If Mrs. Sparkleton had possessed no other 
feeling in the world but vanity, that solitary 
one would accordingly have required that 
she should be well content to be the object 
of Lord Deville's public attentions. But 
she had many others, and though too 
thoroughly well-bred to suffer them ever to 
reach the headstrong name of passions, of a 
strength sufficient to induce her to become a 
tacit accomplice in a deception which, for 
some reason or other, the Viscount was 
anxious to play off on the world* However, 
as Mrs. Sparkleton did not even acknowledge 
the existence of the sentiment in question to 
herself, and would have been in the highest 
degree shocked if it had been placed before 
her in plain English, we do not feel justified 
at this stage of our narrative in further 
alluding to it. 
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Lord DeviUe was a very — we were going 
to say — ^handsome man, but, on reflection, 
retract the epithet. He was not handsome, 
bat he had been. At present he was per- 
haps a little withered; the lines of his face 
were a little too deeply marked; his com* 
plexion was a trifle too yellow and pale. 
But his eyes were still very good ; his fea- 
tures preserved their aristocratic contour; 
his whiskers were still of an excellent black, 
and we do not believe that they owed any- 
thing to art; his hair, though somewhat 
thinned by the scissors of time, was so dex- 
trously brushed that the bald ring on the 
crown was only visible to malignant people, 
at elevations which few obtained over him, 
for he was tall. Then he in nowise resem- 
bled the vulgar, who, in general, at his age, 
get fat and protUberate, Falstaff-wise. He 
preserved a gentlemanly, greyhound-like 
slenderness which it was not in the power of 
all the excellent viands wherein he indulged 
(he was a great epicure) to damage. His 
dress alone made half a dozen years of his 
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age doubtful, it was so masterly contrived ! 
And yet no one that looked at him ever 
thought of his dress : if anything struck the 
unskilled beholder at all, it was the un- 
rivalled whiteness of his linen, and the 
unrivalled blackness of his boots. These 
two articles never changed, No temptation 
of arabesque shirts or drab cloth uppers ever 
shook the fixed soul of Viscount Deville in 
these respects* He took no pride in making 
it doubtful whether he was a gentleman or 
a drayman. Whoever looked at him pro- 
nounced him instantly the former, and per- 
haps had also a strong misgiving that he was 
one that had a seat in the House of Lords. 
The lappets of his coat had somehow or an- 
other the appearance. Heaven knows how : 
we do not. 

Lord Deville's greetings to Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton were seldoin so warm in private as 
they were in public. He disliked giving 
women too much encouragement. But his 
manner was everything; it was so per- 
fectly polished, so meaning and so un- 
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meaning, that no possible fault could be 
found with it, 

" Ah, Mrs. Sparkleton ! how lucky I am 
to have found you at home ! and just on 
the wing, too! One never hardly finds 
you at home now: how is that?" 

" Why, I really don't know — ^unless the 
reason be that I am often abroad. — I have 
so much business to attend to, my poor 
head is kept quite in a whirl, and I am 
obliged to run about everywhere. jBm^," 
she added, with a significant smile, " I 
think your lordship and I meet so fre- 
quently elsewhere, that we need not afflict 
ourselves greatly that we' meet so seldom 
here." 

"Ah, very true; we visit the Fitz- 
hautons, both of .us, a good deal; and 
really, they are very pleasant people. And 
the Gullibulls are so diverting ! I have a 
great friendship for Fitzhauton, and I 
believe you have taken quite a fancy to his 
young wife." 

"I like her well enough, poor creature 1 

VOL. I. £ 
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A faarmlei» «^ of gerl, I think, but qn^ 
a spoiled child !" said Mrs. Sparkleton, with 
a piiettj 'visibie contempt mingfiAg with 
the <6&eomiiini. ^^And besides, ^ has 
iach city ideas—so puffed up with tiie 
money they ha^e among them, that really — 
but I like hen*^ certaialy. Your lordship 
must not flatter yourself tiiat it is because 
erne is almost sure to find you llxere, that 
people ^ so much to Fitzhauton's." 

^' Kay, I should want common penetra- 
tion if I thought so," replied the Viscount, 
carelessly, but emphatically. **I under- 
stand that you haye kindly undertaken the 
eare of her introduction to society? Of 
course, there is no one in her own family fit 
to do it — in fact, no one that anybody knows 
among them. And it is the kinder of yon, 
because, you know, during my poor friend, 
Sparkleton's life, when it was i^e fashion 
for every one to adore you. Lord Fitz- 

hauton Ah ! what a beautiful colour 

you blush, Mrs. Sparkleton! I never saw 
any roi^e to compare with it !" 
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If I thougit BO — if I thought that 
people ever really aitertained so prepos- 
terous an idea," said Mrs. Sparkleton, Vith 
aU tiie vivacity of negation inspired by a 
disagreeable truth, " I would never set foot 
in Lord Fitzhoutotf s hoase again." 

*' That would be the very way to confirm 
an Absurd report,^* replied his lordship. 
^ My dear Mrs. Bparkleton, scandal is like 
one's other ^nCTooes, often outfaced by bold- 
ness. I have known several innocent people 
do tiiemselves more damage by their pre- 
cautions agaiAst being suspected, Ihan if 
they had actually done what they were 
aoensed of. The more people talk about 
your going so much to Htzhauton's, the 
jmffQ you ought to go. Innocence is so^ 
unconscious 1 it is only guilt that knows 
how to avoid censure, as it is only those 
who are aware of the weak parts of a for- 
tress who post defences at them. But how 
I am sermonizing — and I really came for no 
either purpose on earth than to ask you to 
allow me the honour of being your squire to 

£2 
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the Flower Sbow at Chiswick ; for, of course 
you go — ^you that are so fond of flowers !" 

** I don't know that," said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, pettishly, " They have not given me 
a prize this year ; and I am quite positive 
that nobody's carnations could fairly com- 
pete with mine. I consider it shameful 
injustice ! You saw them, Lord Deville, at 
Longacres ; and do you think it in nature 
to beat my lovely Fleur-de-Marie, as I 
called it?" 

" Nothing — ^but your own complexion at 
this moment, Mrs. Sparkleton," replied the 
gallant Viscount, and the compliment in- 
stantly calmed the excited feelings of the 
injured flower-fancier, "I should think,^^ 
he continued; "but then one ought to see 
Fleur-de-Marie in competition with her suc- 
cessful rivals, before we can positively 
determine whether she has been cheated out 
of her due honours or not, just as one 
ought to see Mrs. Sparkleton in a crowd of 
the handsomest women of London, before that 
one can pronounce with certainty " ^ 
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" Well, wait till then, my lord," inter- 
rupted the lady, but evidently, by her 
smile, continuing to be soothed. " Not that 
I think it will happen very soon ; for it is 
really quite surprising how few good-looking 
women one meets with in society. But I 
am glad you are of my opinion about my 
poor Reur-de-Marie. If I meet any of the 
judges, I shall scold them famously; and 
mind, you are to back me." 

'^Against the world! But, upon my 
word, I really think you ruined poor Fleur- 
de-Marie's chances yourself, by calling it 
such a name," said the Viscount. " There 
are a number of very religious people 
on the tribunal this year, and they don't 
like the book whence you got it; and, 
besides, it is a popish sort of a name. Miss 
Scurmucheon, I am sure, would give her 
full vote and interest against it." 

" The envious old wretch ! so she would," 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, with renewed ex^ 
citement. " How I do hate that horrid old 
frump! and, as to.religion, except that she 
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goes to chixrch three times eTerj Sanday, 
irhen ^e is not ftfraid of its raining, to tspoil 
her antiquated old prig of a fooiman's li^erj, 
and shows her withered visage wheneverthere 
is a meeting of the cants at Exetor Hail^ 
^he has not a tbou£landth part so vatxk 
religion in her as a sin^ green leaf of mj 
•sweet Fleur'4e*Marie !" 

^^ But if the religious partjr is in ascend* 
^ncy this year, of course the flowars would 
Ide judged aoeerding to thebr faneies^'^ said 
li(Hrd DevUle, with a playftil smile. ** How^ 
rever, one thing is cer tain,, that every one 
•one knows is gc^ng to the Show ; that all the 
handsomest women in LcMsdon will he there; 
and that, unless yon are afraid to let me 
form a judgment cm the matter, you will l»e 
ith^re too, to justify your daima to the 
dgHiprema«y-" 

^^ Nonsense! But no one ever expects 
Lord Deville to speak without a compli- 
laent or a sareasm, and soiMtinies he 
sanages ta unite both," said Mrs*. Sparkle* 
tcm, 'Mi Uist unpleasedly^ ilattery^ han*- 



^f^ gross,, liefer rett% offeads^ wltaAmt 
Idiase i^i^iciaiis parsons wi» tseld^m. espeKir 
^fiice iits e&ets may Ijsdve declared.. &tilL 

the» .as »>»ctl4 i- I^ I>«^'. ^ 
wb^h did uot exaotlj ^ease b^; and she 

added, vitk irivaoitj, ^C^ yeis^! I Ismxm 

you are jestiiig; I kuowTeijr M[dft» tlwil if 

}E?o«t bad IM applfi to glTe^ it k not to me 

y<wi wouH gire. it! And r»lly> ngr lord^ 

tbougb flattered by the attenti^iy^ I don't 

see bow I ean »scept* It's aU moiseiise^ 

oertaiidj; but it looks so c4d |o see us 

Fau^aud-Yirgiiaia^ng it aBout eTerywb^^! 

Pimple will legiu to talk of uaP 

^^ So mujch the better!" relied bis. kord- 
sMp. 

Mrs. Sparkletoa glanced at Mm;, and fov 
a moiaefit a thought passed tbromgh her 
laind^ that^ after aU^ if notbiag better Q&taiA 
be doa^^if Lord Deyilte should at auj 
twe really bei in ear»esi~there was no dist- 
piuting that be was a xaau of large lauded 
property^ aud a Yiscount« 

^TSiom ia It 60^ setu«b the befcker?' she 
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replied, rather cautiously; but still it was 
an opening, which a nobleman with such 
adyantages, who had a proposal in his 
intent, might have taken. He did not. 

"We go so much to the Fitzhautons, 
^hat it keeps people from forming absurd 
^njectures/' he said, quite calmly. 

"Especially Fitzhauton himself," thought 
Mrs. Sparkleton; continuing, with a very 
proper conscientious feeling, " But that is 
his affair ; and if she is such a fool as to 
think it fashionable to carry on a flirtation, 
and encourage Deville, that is her fault ; / 
can't possibly know how to do about the 
shares, unless I have Mr. GullibuU's advice, 
and I can't see him without going to his 
son-in-law's house ; consequently " 

The consequence the brilliant widow drew 
from these premises was, that she would go 
to the Flower Show. She would not own 
it, however, all at once, till she had endea- 
voured to ascertain Lord Deville's real 
object in wishing to go with her to it. 

" I should not much mind about going, 
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were it only to show people I am not at all 
vexed about my Fleur de Marie/' she re* 
plied. **But who is going besides? I 
can't undertake to philander about with 
your lordship, t6te-a-tSte. Could we not 
get some other lady to go with us ? — •*N'ot 
your terrific old auut ; and pray don't men- 
tion my sisters !" 

^' Lady Fitzhauton will go, if you will,'^ 
replied Lord Deville, eagerly. ** Fitz- 
hauton will not go; and so, unless yon 
will go — I mean, I have no doubt she 
will go." 

♦'But why will not Fitzhauton go?" 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, in a tone of marked 
disapprobation. '' I suppose he thinks it ar 
stupid, dull thing, as I do, to go about 
staring at plants and trashy foreign weeds 
in pots. No, I don't think I shall go." 

'^ He has a new horse to show off on in 
the Park, or some nonsense of that kind," 
replied Deville. "But that need not 
hinder us ; and besides, surely, Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, you have sufficient influence over him,. 
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— m your dbanmag wajp^fco inifaiQB liia t0 

go with lus^r 

^^Fk>y nonsense! a litiki lao^oiig chattar 
"wbenever we sMet; but as to kiftiienee^ it 
k quite ridkndoua to caU it so. Wkj don't 
Lady Titzhaixtott herself get him to go?' 

'^ Shfi cannot^ she eottpIiuQs: she sajs 
he will do nothing she asks him now ; Ihinks 
only of himself and his own gra^kificatiQns — 
which is lihelgr enough. And^ besides^ fhej 
haye heea marrfed now a joar and a Iml^ 
..d,.r«»r«, ho i.&^wUh !»»>.»« 
all the little fancies of his beautifitl ptv* 
yenue. But I do believ^ if he thoitglM; jou 
were going, the pleasnare eC yew eofopuij 
is so great, that ^^ 

^^ Beautiful I"' interrupted Mrs* SparkJb- 
ton, with isdignatioiu ^^ What, Lc^ d I>e- 
ville, such a judge as you are, and call mA 
a wouum as that beautifi^?' 

^^ There's a freshuess — an oddity^ if you 
will-^aAiout h&tj rather eqga^iag — rather 
refreshing,'' replied hia bcdshif . ^^ But I 
certainly don't caB her be^liliil; only the 
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tboBgbt is BeT»^ weU^ out of one's minet in 
Mrs. Sparkfa^n's presenee.^' 

^^ Oily wkat a flatteiier you. aFe! But 
jou mi£9t allow that she is gmichey wkns&i 
tkoroughlj p€Brvenws V^ retnmed the lady. 

^^ Timid aiod awkwaord, to a degree! She 
is dreadfully nerroits in her new society ; 
but that is what amases one. One is tired 
of always seeing the right thing done in the 
right way," said the Yiseount^ nniling. 
^^ And it is so divertbg to see her efforts 
to become c<mm6 U f<mt, and toaaastin 
jbrming her jadgment^ amd instructing her 
in the mysteries of ton. But when she has 
fairly vanqidsfaed her mauvaise kontej she 
win be a st»r of the fi»t iD«gBitade amoDg 
us^ or I am Teiy much mistaken." 
, ^' It will not be long^ then ; she has all 
the necessary plebeian insiotence and coneeit 
of wealth at the bottom of her wonderful 
simpiiGity and docility! But, meanwhile^ 
I own I am grieved to see poor Fitzhau- 
ton's confusion when sorroiinded by his new 
idaticms ; but he richly deserres it." 
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*' Their manners are, perhaps, a little 
strange — but then, they have so much 
tQoney *— - and Fitzhauton is a very good 
felW, and is very fond of his bargain, in 
reality. I almost think, at times, he loves 
Her," said Deville, carelessly looking at his 
watch. **But I have exceeded my half 
hour, and ^^ 

" Loves her ! — ^well, they have not been 
married long Enough to hate each other," 
interrupted Mrs. Sparkleton, with vivacity. 
^*But, as for love! There was too much 
money in the case for there to be much 
love." 

*' There was probably quite as much 
policy as sentiment in the affair," said the 
Viscount, calmly. " But still I do think 
that if Miss GuUibuU had been lame, 
hump-backed, and of a very sallow com- 
plexion — I don't believe Fitzhauton could 
have made up his mind to marry her at 
any price." 

^' I don't believe quite that he would— 
he does rather admire beauty in women, I 
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know, — and nobody can deny that Lady 
Fitzhauton is pretty— so if she will go to 
the Flower Show: — ^that is, if we can make 
up a party, for I own I don't want to make 
one of a pair of dangling milk-pails on a 
man's arms — and I'm sure I think it must 
be quite a nuisance to the man himself, to 
have, as it were, to keep halving himself, 
and talking nonsense to two people at once 
—I'll go. That is, I'll go first to Fitz- 
hauton's, and you can come on after, and 
see whether I have been able to get any 
one to go with us.'' 

" A partie carrke would be by far the 
best, dear Mrs. Sparkleton !" said his lord- 
ship. " I know I should enjoy Lady Fitz- 
hauton's simplicity unspeakably, and you 
and he have a flirtation of some years 
standing to amuse one another with — so 
we might have quite a pleasant day of it." 

*' Oh, nonsense; our flirtation, of course, 
ended, when poor dear Colonel Sparkleton 
died — it became quite another affair then, 
you know. And now Fitzhauton is mar- 
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ried, it is out of the question ; only y oa 
love to make a jest of one," said Mrs* 
Sparkleton, rather pettishly. ^ But, if you 
have anywhere to go, you had better go 
directly — and you will find me at Lady 
Fitzhauton's in half an hour." 

** Au revoir^ then — ^yes, I have just to 
lod^ in at the club, and see what is going 
on; but I shall not be so long," replied 
his lordship, rising; and Mrs. Sparkleton 
escorted him to the library door. There^ 
however, he paused, and gently pressing 
the tips of the fair hand extended to him, 
observed, "But I can't help congratulat- 
ing you on how enchanting you look this 
morning, dear Mrs. Sparkleton! I know 
not whom you might not rival, or enslave 
— ^if you would only take the trouble." 

^^But I do," replied Mrs. Sparkleton, 
with a significant smile. ' 

"Cruel, cruel! Au revoir^ au revoirr 
murmured the Yiscount as he dosed the 
door, and made his way through two or 
thiree bowing lackeys to the street 
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^ S0W veiy old he loaks when <»i6 looks 
fairly into bii»; Jbe must he oaore than forty- 
five," solUoqmzed Mrs. Sparkkton, after 
his exit. ^^ And I bdieve he is just as great 
a rake as ever, only he knows better how to 
hide it. Those old fdlows are really a, great 
deal worse than the young ones ! But it is 
a credit in society to have a man so sought 
dangling after one; else it is the most im- 
pudent thing, and really not quite proper ! 
But I wonder whether Fitzhauton is tired 
of his stupid wife, and whether he thought 
I was not going to the Flower Show ? And 
Fm not dressed well enough for it. I must 
put on another shawl at least." 

The result of this meditation was, that 
the bell was rung for Mademoiselle Florine, 
the lady's maid, and orders were given to 
expedite a change of toilette. Florine was 
not in the least surprised at this, although 
she had dressed her mistress only half an 
hour before. To the contrary, she seemed 
delighted, and, as it appeared, with reason. 
" Ah, quel plaisir ! since dere is Madame's 
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once former femme, and my particulair 
friend, dat recommend me to her place, 
femme d!un genie beau et naturelj who vill 
vraiment please to see me fulfil my duty, 
who is below, and whom I will summon to 
de presence of Madame." 
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CHAPTEK IV. 

Into the presence of Madame accordingly 
was ushered, in a brief period, the possessor 
of this ^'^ genie heau et naturel^^ which, in 
the course of a few months, she was destined 
to display in a manner not at all contem- 
plated at the moment by her encomiastic 
friend, nor probably by herself. Nemo 
repente — ^the proverb is something musty. 
Mrs. Sedgold, we may venture to say, was 
at this period quite unconscious that she 
was in possession of those great qualities 
which were one day to render her famous 
throughout the length and breadth of the 
land; to make her slightest sayings and 
doings recorded and perused with more 

VOL. I. F 



6€ THK GOLD-WOESHIPfSES : 

curiosity and interest than those of the 
greatest sages of ancient or of modem times, 
and to elevate her to a comparison with the 
most magnificent creations of the tragic muse 
— with Lady Macbeth and Clytemnestra ! 
She was only at present a French femme de 
chambre, who had married an English rail- 
way guard, and, after spending her youth 
amidst the refinement, splendour, and luxury 
of great households, found herself condemned 
to poverty and a little hovel of a residence 
in the Borough for the rest of her life, ap- 
parently. 

She was — but why should we describe 
her, since every family possesses its indiffer- 
ently well executed portrait of the heroine ? 
Since the most graphic pens have exhausted 
iihe eloquence of ink in describing her per- 
son, its elegant tournure, and have with 
regret admitted that her face was not so 
pleasing as the rest of her tall and well- 
formed figure? And that figure was so 
tastefully and artistically dressed that it 
must have excited admiration in all capable 
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of appreciating the science displayed, even 
if tkey had discerned, what was perhaps a 
little evident, that the garb itself was a relic 
of a more prosperous past, and was now 
considerably the worse for wear. 

Mrs. Sparkleton received her former 
minister of the graces with pleasure. She 
knew her to be an admirable artist. She 
was also a woman of a compliant and ami- 
able turn of mind, which is one of the reasons 
why people of rank prefer foreigners in their 
more immediate personal service, all John 
Bull's family partaking more or less of Im 
churlish independence of character, and dull 
uncouth way of thinking and expressing 
himself on topics. That is to say, Mrs. 
Eedgold was always of the opinion of the 
lady whose hair she was dressing, on what- 
ever subject, divine or human, and had the 
art of appearing to be so in the most free 
and unconstrained manner in the worlds 
On this occasion^ Florine also evinced her 
superiority to another of our national fail- 
ings. It is well knowii how assiduously 

f2 
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those among us who ought to be the best 
judges in any kind of art, being those who 
practice it, apply themselves to depreciate 
and deprive one another's excellencies of 
opportunities of exhibition. Artists, au- 
thors, men of science, professors in all the 
faculties, are at it incessantly. But Florine 
readily resigned her comb and brush and 
her mistress's head to the cares of her skilful 
predecessor, watching her labours with an 
eye that beamed only admiration and de- 
light; with a very different eye, indeed, 
from those which on the hanging committees 
of the Eoyal Academy appoint the lights 
for achievements of the brush which are 
neither performed by the judges themselves 
nor by their friends. 

We have no intention to attempt to give 
a factitious interest to our work, by exactly 
retailing the conversation which passed be- 
tween Mrs. Sparkleton and her illustrious 
attendant. But as a gold-worshipper, who 
carried the great principle of that religion 
out to its fullest extent, though scarcely to 
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what logicians call the reductio ad absur- 
dum, and having legitimate reason to intro- 
duce Mrs. Bedgold on the scene, since it was 
certainly essential that Mrs. Sparkleton 
should be dressed to her satisfaction before 
she could sally forth on those adventures 
which form the staple of our history, we 
have thought proper so to do. 

Great examples, in fact, are not wanting 
to authorize the step, even if we, in our 
sdf-sufficientand self-relying dignity, needed 
any. It is well known that the. common- 
place books of the majority of our modern 
authors are merely excerpta, or ingeniously 
disguised extracts from police reports. The 
great Fielding himself scarcely waited till 
Jonathan Wild was cut down, ere he com- 
menced the memorable narrative of his deeds 
which has come down with so much applause 
to posterity. And we really do not see why 
Ihe personal details and alities which are 
found to give such a piquancy to modern 
novel- writing should be exchisively devoted 
to the portraiture of distinguished or titled 
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personages, irho have onlj foibles or ridicu- 
lous peculiarities to contribute to the amuse- 
ment of the reader. This en passant j and 
not at all as a thing necessary to make an 
apologj about. 

Mrs. Sparkleton deigned to inquire into 
the present state and fortunes of her former 
attendant at some length during the operar 
tions of the toilette. But ire are not at all 
sure that she took any particular interest in 
the answers she receiyed until she learned 
that Mrs. Bedgold's husband was somehow 
or anothar connected with the absorbing 
topic in her own mind. " On a railway? 
What line? Has it a good traffic? I dare 
say he could give me an idea on this point 
that might be ujseful." 

The melancholy reply, however, came 
that he was discharged from his situation^ 
and Mrs. Sparkleton's evanescent interest 
vanished. She promised, however, to try 
and do something for the ^^ poor fellow,'' 
and possibly might have done so if she 
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^d ever again thought oa the sul^£iet. 
Besides, she had good reason for not 
troubling herself any more about the mattes, 
since Mrs. Sedgold herself could not con* 
ceal her contempt for the character, under- 
standing, and debauched meanness of the 
personage whom the law had appointed to 
be her companion for life. 

" But if he gets drunk, why do you let 
him have any money? He could not get 
drunk without money, could he?" said 
Mrs. Sparkleton. The Italian princess,, 
who, being informed of the sufferings of 
the poor for want of bread, wondered why 
they did not eat cakes, by no means mono- 
polized all the knowledge of the condition 
of the poorer classes among ladies of quality. 
" It is very distressing, very^ when people 
go on so ! But why don't you take in all 
the things they publish now-a-days, teach- 
ing people how to be good — ^the cheap lite- 
rature things — and make him read them? 
I really think some of ils might be the 
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better for a coarse of stuff of that kind ! — 
but one has no time to do anything — and I 
am in a great hurry to get to Lady Fitz- 
hanton's — and I don't think I shall be 
there at midnight, if you are as long with 
this side of my head as the other." 
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CHAPTER V. 

• 

We leave Mrs. Sparkleton's society for a 
few . minutes, to hasten before her whither 
she was going, that we may put the reader 
in possession of some necessary prelimi- 
naries to his full understanding of a subse- 
quent scene. 

We do not intend to be more specific 
in indicating the locality of Fitzhauton 
House, than we were in mentioning the 
exact street and number in which we first 
made the courteous reader's acquaintance. 
Such information would, indeed, be super- 
fluous to the initiated, and it can be of 
little consequence to those out of the pale. 
Suffice it to say, that we are now in one of 
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the most fashionable residences in the most 
fashionable square of London, entering the 
breakfast-room with a footman, who carries 
rolls and eggs on a silver salver, and who 
is followed by my lady's page, bearing her 
notes and cards of the previous day and 
the morning in question on a similar con- 
venience. 

It was rather late to be breakfasting at 
one o'clock, even in that district, which 
likes the earth to be thoroughly aired for 
its reception before it ventures to leave its 
couch. But the fagged looks and yawning 
gestures of the noWe master of the man- 
sion, who, in a splendid morning gown 
which might have served ior the robe of 
ceremony of a first-class mandarin, reclined 
in an ann-ehair with a paper in his hand, 
seemed to indicate that he himself found 
he had risen inconveniently early. He was 
what is called a very handsome young man, 
when the owner of a set of regular features, 
Hvely eyes, well cut mouth, and plentiful 
dark brown hair and whiskers, has the good 
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fi^rtune to be only twenty-eight, and a peer 
of the realm. His fine moustache and 
general figure were also so decidedly mili- 
tary, that he evidently united the advan- 
tages of a popular and dashing profession 
to those of high rank and birth, and was, 
in short, everything desirable in a husband 
and a gentleman. 

Nevertheless, the young lady who sat 
opposite to him, and who was entitled to 
call herself his lordship's wife, with all the 
emphasis derived from the fact that she had 
been united to him under that title by a 
bishop, appeared not to enjoy herself so 
much in the position as one would have 
thought. There was an air of sullenness 
spread over her fair and pretty counte- 
nance, something disdainful and pettish in 
the very ringlets of her light, short, golden 
eurls. We may be mistaken, but, there 
was even an extra pinkishness about the 
edges of the eyelids, which might have sug- 
gested to close observers that the lady had 
be^i recently weeping, or, at all events, 
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suppressing tears, by the favourite opera- 
tion which so often fails, of rubbing the 
eyes to make them dry. Her small red 
mouth was also pouting and vexed in its 
expression; but, in justice to Lord Fitz- 
hauton, we must say, that it was rather 
with the angry pettishness of a school-girl, 
deprived of some favourite nonsense, than 
of an injured woman or wife. In fact, the 
whole figure was too soft, plump, excessively 
fair, and low in stature, or even as Mrs. 
Sparkleton phrased it, "dumpy," to give 
one the idea of a person of very strong 
passions of any sort. It exactly answered, 
eyen to its too short and too fat fingers, 
white though they were, and laden with 
rings, to what one would expect to find 
the Lady Fitzhauton to be, whom the 
fashionable world, on her first appearance 
in it, ^ had pronounced, even before they 
knew her history, a parventie. 

Such undoubtedly she was, if being the 
daughter of a Kussian tallow merchant and 
com factor, the spoiled child of wealth and 
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vanity, and the wife of an equally spoiled 
son of rank, luxury, and dissipation, could 
make a woman merit the designation. The 
only daughter of a man of enormous wealthy 
which he had made altogether by frugality 
and business-habits in early life, and, later,, 
by extensive and judicious speculations ia 
trade, people whose hands were unsullied by 
industry of any kind, had certainly a right 
to look down upon a person who intruded 
into their ranks, from such a quarter, with 
contempt. But she had also committed the 
crime of marrying a young nobleman who, 
up to the time when it was ascertained that 
his extravagance had almost hopelessly in- 
volved him, was considered a match, and a 
very desirable one, for young women of the 
first quality. His wife's large fortune re- 
established his affairs, but Lord Fitz- 
hauton had himself a perpetual and dis- 
tressing consciousness or apprehension that, 
in marrying the tallow merchant's daughtery 
he had.forfeited caste. 
Moreover, the family connexions which 
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he had thus formed were not of a kind to 
dimmish the opprol»ium which the young 
Earl felt he had brought on himself. Lady 
Fitzhauton's father was, indeed, what 
might be called a man of business. His 
talk was a ledger, read aloud. In vain was 
he an alderman, who had been a Lord Mayor ; 
an M.P. for some remote shipping town, 
where qualifications more tangible than 
speechifying and making motions in parlia* 
ment about nothing, and to end in nothing, 
were held in esteem. The taint of trade 
was in all he said, did, thought, looked^ 
imagined ! — ^hopelessly so. 

And then the mother ! Imagine a woman 
of large coarse features, not slightly marked 
with the smallpox ; sprung from petty shop- 
keepers; good-hearted in the main, but 
proud as Mammon of her wealth; bold, 
energetic, ungrammatical, and firmly deter- 
mined to thrust her way into the ^^best 
society," willy-nilly, ever since she had been 
presented at Court, and feasted . a royal 
duke as Lady Mayoress! Imagine this 



OE, THE BAYS Wfi LIYS IN. 79 

woman^ perpetoallj on the alert for meonfi 
to accomplish her purpose, m if the society 
in question were a comminglmg of beatified 
spirits in Uiss; raised at least to the 
seventh heaven by the marriage of her 
daughter with a nobleman, whose descent 
could be traced badj: seven hundred years— i- 
in the Peerage ; imagine Mrs. Gullibull, of 
Cornhill, and Putaey Villa, fully determined 
to be the mother (as she was), of Lady 
Fitzhauton, and to share in all ihe 
grandeurs and distinctions to which the 
family wealth had elevated her, and, gentle 
reader, you have some idea of the sufferings 
of the noble son-in-law. 

Not that he was by nature excessively 
sensitive. Lord Fitzhauton was neither 
better nor worse than young men of quaUty 
and military men are usually found. He 
was fond of pleasure, careless, extravagant, 
a little vain of his person,|without troubling 
himself particularly about his ancestry until 
he had married his wealthy parverme: 
They ikea occurred as a reproach. He had 
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lived a dissipated, lounging life, which, in 
some points, might be said to defy and out- 
rage society — ^but had become singularly 
sensitive to its opinions and reproaches on 
one wherein he could not certainly be con- 
sidered morally to blame. He had even a 
considerable touch of honour and gentle- 
manly feeling in his composition; and, in 
spite of the extreme necessity of his aflFairs, 
persuaded himself that he was very much 
in love with Miss GullibuU, when he married 
her. And, perhaps, he was as much in love 
with her as he had been with a dozen other 
pretty girls in his time. At all events, he 
thought so, and it acquitted him, in his own 
eyes, of anything mean or mercenary in 
the alliance he formed. On the contrary, he 
persuaded himself and his aunt — a maiden 
lady of mature age, who being left his only 
near relative in his childhood, conceived 
herself bound to spoil him in every possible 
manner, to make up for the loss of his parents 
— that he sacrificed the pride of his ances- 
tral rank to the warmth of a modern attach- 
ment. 
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Bat this season of passion, if passion it 
ever was, was over now. The honeymoon 
was thoroughly set ; and we are afraid that, 
unlike the celestial orb which measures its 
duration, it is not always cut up to make 
little stars in the heavens of matrimony. 
It had never entered Lord Fitzhauton's 
imagination that he was to continue playing 
the lover to his wife ; while the pampered 
and indulged only daughter and heiress was 
not prepared to give up a single iota of her 
claims to be the sole and exclusive object of 
notice and adoration to all around her. She 
felt at once uncomfortable, repulsed, and 
indignant in the society she had entered, 
and yet longed for nothing so much as to 
be considered perfectly au fait in its man- 
ners and usages. She resented her hus- 
band's fashionable indifference without en- 
deavouring, or, in fact, knowing how to 
remove it. On this occasion, for example, 
she knew that it was polished in her to 
seem unaware that Lord Fitzhauton had 
not returned from a dinner-party at one of 
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hifi military fiHendB^'^^B \6t of old memmen/^ 
until thefiun had risen ^to guide him to his 
fiolitary apai^tmeitl. >M the same vtime, Bhe 
did know it, m her 19703 attested; hitt, 
^thout s^ing E ^MTord on ^^e stil^ject, after 
a cold morning saldtetion, she hod wmbed. 
herself at bredkSEtst/took up the ^^Fost^" 
and seemed to be ^eompl^tely ^absorbed in 
perusing a description ^of some duches^^s 
^dress at a late dramng^refom. 

Lord Fitzhauton was jaded with his 

night's amusement, and -had often enou^ 

enjoyed a eonyersational tdte'>^*t4te with 

hfc spouse, not to have any particular 

desire to commence one. But his head 

ached, and he was rather in the humour 

"for a "tiff." 'And besides, ihere 'was not 

^much in the ^paper ithat direrted him, for 

he took little interest an politics, land 

there was nothing ttbout the army or the 

opera in the jourmdl he held in his hand. 

So he <threw It aside, sent some «booby 

tfellow or another to the devil, ifor bringing 

the roUs up cold, and " ^Well, Xady lEitz- 



hoxitan, mhy donlt you .^pedkr?' 'Goneliided 
the harangue. 

^^MoT &ar dt ri^ould fbe Vulgar .to 'talk 
with imj (tongue," isej^idi iier iladysfaip, 
dfily^.and^eontinuingibarN^samest perusal of 
the interesting article alluded to above. 

"jReally, -Annie," .(iLady ;Fi(sriiauton's. 
iname vwob Aim, but her husband had so£6- 
'ened thflt ^ern plebeian .mono^llable htto 
this) ^^Tcally, Annie, litiis qiiite absurd tto 
^seethe manner you nvhimper on,, and 'never 
open your .mouth to x)ne, except to say 
somethingHSharp^Bud mappish ! How eould 
I help it? — ni€n .that idve been abroad 
these 'three, or Tour yeais — and Frampton's 
.^«ach a .devil of ^'fellow when he gets the 
gkss inihssrhand — #aird so full of anecdote! 
>I declare, J vras nigh .kilkd with lau^ter 
.while lihteord him itdl ^cnae of his drolL 
stories. TThoy have been fin Ireland, youc 
know; and it is such a place for fun, li 
wishJ:h«d Ibeen ithcre. IwDi'isony now, 
.that I partedvfviih say voimnifigion — though, = 
^ to Jbei8aie,.thef fiuacdst jdooftiii&tn ^ go there ;; 

g2 
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and/ unless there's a row, I don't suppose 
they wai." 

" You sold your commission before I 
knew you !" replied the great fortune, with 
a disdainful allusion, not unfelt by the 
object. 

" Upon my word, Lady Fitzhauton, you 
are quite insulting! always thinking of 
your confounded money! I wish I could 
pay your father back every stiver of it, 
and I have no doubt I shall be able some 
day, and I will. I'll break the entail, or 
do something of that kind, rather than be 
annoyed with your perpetual sneers." 

"You can't, sir; else, I dare say you 
would like it well enough: and, if you 
could send me back with my money, as you 
call it, too, I suppose it would be still more 
pleasant. I don't believe — I am sure of it, 
you never cared a single farthing about 
me!" 

** Ah, the people of your family are always 
estimating the value of things in money ! 
None but a parvmuey as you call yourself, 
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would have thought of calculating a man's 
regard for you in that way ! ^ IS^ever cared 
a farthing for you/ indeed ! My dear girl, I 
could prove the contrary of that, for I cared 
a hundred' thousand pounds for you, the 
very day I married ydu !" 

^^And, besides, papa paid off two mort- 
gages on your Devonshire estates, and 
mamma — mamma furnished the whole house 
in the Terrace before we got this house from 
the man you had lent it to,'' continued the 
heiress, perhaps a little missing the point of 
the marital retort. " I am sure I wish I 
had never left them; I was happier, far 
happier, at Putney Villa." 

"It is not my fault; you hate to be 
happy anywhere, — at least, you never make 
the slightest effort to be so, or to make other 
people so," replied the Earl, yawning. " Tou 
will not do as any one asks you ; indeed, if 
I request you to do a thing, it is quite a 
sufficient reason for you not to do it." 

" Why, what have you asked me to do* 
that I have not done?" returned Lady 



&Sl' IBM <I0LD*WaB8Ul£FBBfi :. 

Eitzhauton^ laying:' dbnsvm hen paper, a&cb 
obviousljr pisparihgr fbn oi maiidinQiiial' ex- 
planation^^ — aliae, qnaonsl — in^ eaimast;;. 

^^ 0b, I donltolfaiow^-^ QAnSt be^boredlto^ 
rmssewber — ^tiioiuuindff of tfaingai ^Eoui mlL 
not hear a word of acbdoo: ftmm my auntt;. 
andi she. tells, ma^ timt. shs tcTeft; ihcesBfintiy 
to make 7QU1 undffnrtwni: what^ you oughti tO) 
dti^y ancEstieifMaapexmniQf'gnBatiexperiBnQe,'' 
sudt Lord^ Sit^aotani. 

^^ Ai diaaegreeable: oldl man];, whoi tciesF to 
persoBide oneorne'^ a.foQl|anditD)IbBditQiffir; 
one.in^ one's owmhouse !" retorted; tUe.' lady... 
*^K you? want her, yommay Hare her alttt*- 
gether, bnt Til not atay in.tiirsameihimfla 
with berto bemig^edito death." 

^^'^'Nij^ed:!/ wlmtl strange words youi 
haver! If wish^ yom wouldi tiry* afe Ifeast'andi 
break younsdfi of those: abaordj.umneaiiingr 
i^rda; that: nodbo^ umieisitands^ out of}' as. 
gh*ls^ achoolnQBom). or th& cily,!' said; Lordl 
Fitzhantcm^ peevidilyi. 

^^ I: am sum. yom hairar plenbfr of. words 
titstrno OBor^understlaidflD^oiitLof a^iban^ack: on* 



tbemaelves^, thought tiley all; pretelEid ta^ 
imderfltoad^. and £0x00:: ana: tbL«dix the same^!^ 
replied the.youn^wife* 

^^ JuMsi a&ttx myv aunt's*' dominefflring; oviec 
you, and trash of that sort, you talk qpiter 
absmadly.. ISieiela nAtu a mora; indulgent 
woman living than Miss Scurmucfaeon^and. 
aU-i^ia Tf^nta is to tfay^andoiiake.^yoiuUke''— 
liisB o1herrp0opla^-4itea wcxman olqxialliyi!' 

"'Would ycffl. lifca me ta^ lie like Lsdyj 
Brahazon ? P see, , in the. papen lius mom?' 
ic^.tiiak^ihasH eloped with a&jIHshigen- 
ItoBan^^aod; lefit. hecr hushaad aad childifiiii 
to look after tltosKlFes^? returned Lad^/ 
Fitzhauton, with a triumpfaastw glaiioa. at: 
herlocd.. 

" ]?Qk that^ exaistl^; You know, whoti I 
mean, istmie, onlj^ j^uii^scde^studyiatO'Vexc 
OBe :!'' sftidiher losd^apimewhatulifleomfijbedly,. 
^^ Bat oa&'t.yoa tttka aomttxefined womaQio£ 
faduoniasLa^nMdril aadiimitate^lmn?;'' 

^' mom afaiilL Ii tdfifi^^tfaeii? '" niipUed' 
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lady, not quite so carelessly and scornfully 
as she looked. ^^WUl Baroness Alamode 
do? only I really think I should die of 
fatigue in imitating her, for she runs about 
all day and half the night; and is to 
be seen everywhere, I do believe, but at 
home." 

"No J but is there not Lady Lofty, 
•and ?" 

" Head over ears in debt, Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton tells me ! " interrupted the wife. " And 
don't you think you can make debts fast 
enough yourself, Fitzhauton? " 

^^ Why not take Mrs. Sparkleton, then, 
herself? She is a charming woman, and 
allowed to be of the first fashion ! " said his 
lordship, eagerly. 

" I am sure she comes here often enough 
to give me the opportunity," replied Lady 
Fitzhauton, somewhat drily. ^'But I do 
like her because she dislikes a great number 
of people that I do ! I don't think she dotes 
to distraction on Miss Scurmucheon any 
more than I do, stylish woman as she is ! 
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Biit would you like me to flirt so much as^ 
she does with people? " 

" Why, you know, she is not a married 
woman now," said the Earl, a little em- 
barrassed with this question. " Besides^ 
she is going to marry Lord DeviUe, and 
what may be perfectly easy and graceful in 
a practised woman of fashion, would seem 
quite ridiculous in you. No, for Heaven's^ 
sake, don't attempt flirtation ! You will be 
sure to do something silly, for you are not 
at all meant for that sort of thing. A per- 
son must be thoroughbred to vtoture on 
such ticklish paces ! Pray don't make your- 
self and me ridiculous by attempting it." 

" If I take Mrs. Sparkleton for a model 
in one thing, I will in everything !" replied 
the heiress, obstinately. 

" Well, do as you like ; I am determined 
not to annoy myself about your perverse 
disposition any more," returned the EarL 
" Go on your own way, as I shall on mine ;• 
only one little favour do let me beg of you* ^ 
Whenever we have a dinner party again. 
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dim'tt purposelfi invite; your, ni&ther * rmirekff 
because you know sli^* wtlli talk^andigei am 
iu^meh a aippdaxt numnw;^— I mean^ .unless 
wa. am bj ouiMlveS} or^aixytfaing^of thab 
sort:;, for I was neiFer. msam wratohed.in.Qgrr 
life thasa when ahe wm divertingrthe oom^- 
pany on Thursday with.hert)pinionfron.the^ 
-profiler way. to sezare up* a; banhet^Btk ahe^ 
called it, in style." 

^^ liVShatt need mamma. care? She, did net. 
owe. any of them; any nnuieyi? mtumed thaj^ 
dMig^ter, noti a. littlet, and' not; unjustly;^ 
nettled;. ^^But y^u.oan. do as>yoiii4pleas0u. 
All I can. say is^ that i^ mammae may nA&r 
come to our. dinner. pi^ieS) neither will L. 
li don't care who. laughs^, nor who sneers, 
for: I have neror seea any of litem lyet^that^^ 
dared do so outright. And: mammat lifcea> 
tocome,.aaftd she shalltcome; fmdil.am:sure 
there, was no/ one. thera. dressed;, half so.> 
gmad, OK thati had^ so msaxy diameiBidiiJ z If 
hewd'MiasSsrarmnehean h^selC own. that^ 
there was; mom: uponi hee. tlten^ would. hare^ 
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dreesed.out. Is^»tdos9enial4 duDbesses^.ffiB^ 

^^ No dmirif' — tii»tisewha^ ]l(xxmplfiyQioi|V ' 
retarned the: Eari^^ ^^ Butt I dhv^tz mean 
TfUeu. ^6 bare: aa large* dlimeF' party^ , butt. 
vtbsn . tibece ane 031I7 about ^^rti; or ^ tea. 
p^eofil^ a8!^.therQ'^vier& thejathecdfty^; forim 
tbi)s&^ smaU:pairtle6^.people:Daxet.talkt--aiidi , 
besides^ yourriik€tfaer!tai72." 

"Well,, aild i; ami aura itl is quite ast: 
suiausing to heart maaninft. talk as^ &sqh&iy: 
els0!" 

" A good deal more so — ^people evidfenliy: 
thinS that;, Mrsw SparMeton herselfrlikes'to 
brtng. her: out^" repliedjFitelMiutaBj greatly.* 
vexed that. he. could nort^ withouti openlyr 
affronting her^^ bring! hish wifoi to.- take him 
own:vieir» ofith&qnestlcflai, 

"I am sniB.'. it is- far: more? snobbish — or^ 
^it«r«i0nt«/.3S£ yoa calli it — to-bs astiamed ofi 
ofie's- relations^, when tihie(y/ hwsre:. done- nor 
thing to be ashamed of! It' is^ not mamma'^ 
fault, tiitttt ^2 was^ notr. boner* a baron's 
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daughter, like Mrs. Sparkleton. I don't 
know that people are at all more honest for 
being so," resumed the citizen-wife. 

"Honest! what stupid words you do 
apply ! Who talked of honesty ?" said the 
noble husband. "I wish you would try 
and understand what one says ! — and there, 
you are continually rubbing your eyes, to 
spoil them, and make people think we 
quarrel! There is nothing more vulgar 
than for a man and his wife to quarrel ; — 
and hark! isn't there a rat-tat at the 
door?" 

" I suppose it is Mrs. Sparkleton : Lord 
Deville said she would come — something 
about a flower-show," said Lady Fitz- 
hauton, rather brightening up. 

" Are you at home ? Yes ; do dry your 
eyes, and don't let us be making a sort of 
scene. You may as well be at home, for I 

am sure it is not at all pleasant to 

Who is it, John?" 

" The Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton, my 
lord." 



OK, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 93 

" Oh, very well ! — I am at home to the 
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton," exclaimed 
Lady Fitzhauton, with an emphasis not 
lost on the Earl. "I am always at home 
to the Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton! I 
mean to imitate her in everything." 

" I shall leave you to your gossip, then, 
and go and see how Croakley's gout is 
getting on ; it's two or three days since I 
went," said Fitzhauton, with either great 
carelessness, or the affectation of it. "I 
don't much .care to get entangled in a 
chatter with Mrs. Sparkleton : she is what 
they call a fascinating woman — and so she 
is, in talk — ^though for my part ^" 

''Did you not see Sir George Croakley 
among the deaths, in the paper, this morn- 
ing?" interrupted Lady Fitzhauton: "I 
am sure it was plain enough to be seen." 

"Oh! is he dead? I scarcely noticed it. 
And here she comes! Pray don't look so 
gloomy! seem to be reading the paper, — 
you can do it obstinately enough when 
nobody wants you. Here she is!— Any 
news. Lady Fitzhauton?" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ilx rarely happens that the ' breaker : of a 
matrimonial tSte^^itSte is regarded as an 
.unpleasant intruder. .It ; is indeed almost 
astoniifthi^g how two ^persons who, * perhaps, 
a few months before, exhausted all their 
ingenuity to contrive opportainities of being 
alone together, are nosoenerat libetty to 
be so as long .as th§y please than they take 
every possible metms to deprive themselves 
of the privilege. We. say "almost;" for, 
after all,. there is.nothing reaUy surprising, 
since lonraBs seem to .hunt iheir ^gam^ . as 
fo2L*hu&ters * do theirs, for < the t pleasure of 
the chae^, i^and not the wort^ of the $poil. 
^^BiUing^tandeooing ! iJ^illiugaad cooing ! 
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mhBLtm Jiappy ^.eouple you .axe ! It k r^ly 
tljuite ^£efiQ83hiQg to light on ^smh an .oasis 
of lore in the desert of jaatrimony ! I>ear 
Lady Fitzhauton, how are you?' were 
Jkbs. >Bpa£kIeton's words «bs -she entered, 
.fiviidently in a high flow of her invariabjy 
ihrilliant spirits— ^in sooiety. 

These .really was no visiMe reason wl|y 

Mrs. : Bparkleton should conclude .the happy 

pair were ten^ged in :So dove-like an operar 

.tion. On the .eontrary, a iwoman of her 

.inteUigence and experience. must. have been 

^perfectly well :aware that something ^not 

>nnlike.ithe reverse of her supposition was 

ihe case. Bat she chose to say-so, with a 

;pl^yful ;glanee at ^the husband, while she 

ikissed the flushed and angry cheek of the 

wife with 'the utmostifeminineeordiality. 

" Oh, no ! we were not billii]fgandi cooing 
— HNBe hare got all that oyer this immeasur- 
voUe (time," said iFltzhauton, with an ex- 
pression of eager pleasure mantling over 
his handsome .faoe, his eyes sparklii^, and 
his whole manner changed, as if by miigic: 
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^^Lady Fitzhauton was reading me some 
-stuff out of the papers ; but I really forget 
what it was about. What was it, ma 
-chere ?" 

Lady Fitzhauton detested to be addressed 
by any French term of endearment what- 
ever, and so she had repeatedly told her 
husband. But he had so often heard Mrs. 
Sparkleton ridicule, in the most felicitous 
manner, the foolish terms of marital tender- 
ness at one time usual among the uncul- 
tivated people of this country, in addressing 
one another, that he did not care to venture 
on any in her presence. " My dear," and 
"My love," and other such antiquated. 
Vicar -of- Wakefield gallantries are now 
happily changed into the very coldest forms 
of expression which absolute strangers could 
invent for each other's use. The thing is 
not so bad in French. We are not laying 
down a canon, but we believe a man may 
still address his wife with an endearing 
appellation, provided it is in a foreign 
language. 
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" I don't remember," replied Lady Fitz- 
hauton, coldly; and talking up the paper 
she added, " Oh, it was about the great 
cow-cabbage in Covent Garden. They say, 
there never was so large a; one seen since 
they began to grow them. Mamma tried to 
grow one at Putney, but she watered it too 
much, and it died — ^papa said, like an 
alderman, of repletion." 

A significant smile played over Mrs. 
Sparkleton's lips, while the Eafl bit his with 
vexation. 

^^I hope that is not the usual fate of 
aldermen — your father is one, I believe? — 
Oh, yes. Alderman GuUibull," said Mrs. 
Sparkleton. " He ought to take great care ; 
he has rather a short neck, I believe, and 
people say that is not a sign of a long life — 
and his is so valuable to every one at 
present ! What should I do about my rail- 
way things if we lost him ? I should not 
know half so much as the man in the moon, 
I do believe — ^in fact that great lunatic may 
be like the rest of us, and deeper in these 

VOL. I. H 
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tramiactioiis than most people ims^gine. 
Tmoe to business! I came to beg yoor 
company, Lady Fitdiaaton, to go witk ine 
and Lord Deville, to the Flower Sbow at 
Chiswick* What say you?" 

^ I should like extremely — ^but I had 
almost given it up, because Lofrd Fitdiautoa 
says he ci^n't be ^ bored ' to go with mei--*- 
He is not so fond of gallantifig me about as 
he used to. be, I suppose, lelse he used not to 
consider it a ^bore' to go with me muy^ 
where !" said the young wife, pettishly* 

^^ What, is he turned regular husband at 
last?" replied Mrs. Sparkleton, tumiug her 
laughing, roguish eyes on the colpiit, willi 
no great expressiom of moral blame in 
them. 

^^ If a regidar husband is a yery irregular 
one" — ^began the spoiled child of the bouse of 
vGuUibuIl, who had been reared to follow her 
own promptings and inclinations in ev^- 
thing — ^when the Earl v^ seasonably cut 
her short. 

^^ Pray don't annoy Mrs. ^parkleton witb 
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a recital of your iomest^ gnevazices, wMch 
amount to a regular charge of orueltj, in 
your absurd way of tdlimg the most trifling 
ooeurreoces ! The tnudi is, I happened to 
be out a little late last night, and forgot to 
tell her — I iorgqit to tdl Lady Fitzhauton, 
that I wa& going to a party where I should 
most likdy be detained. Some men of my 
old oorps ^t toget&fir^ that is all I I sup- 
pose, if I had been at the house, listening 
to some drowsy old fi^w humming and 
ha-ing over Hkd state of the nation till one 
had <»rached <n.e's jawfi with yawning, she 
would never have noticed one*s absence!" 

^^Welli — Then I suppose you will not 
notioe mine either if Z go with Lord 
Devilie and Mrs. Sparideton to the Flower 
Show?" 

" But, really, will you not go? Why will 
you not go wilth us ?" interposed the latter 
lady, with a dight but irresistilrfy pleading 
^wiphaRJg on tihe last ward* 

^^ Lideed, I don't see why I am to be 
speciaMy cJBoluded from the party f replied 

h2 
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his lordship, with the just indignation of an 
injured man. 

" Why, you said yesterday that you would 
not go — that you had most particular busi- 
ness this morning !" 

" And so I had !-^I want to try my new 
horse, and Tattersall's man will be here with 
it in a minute or two," said Fitzhauton, 
somewhat taken aback. ^'But there is 
nothing so ridiculous as a husband dangling 
perpetually after his wife. It looks as if he 
were jealous, and I don't want to get up a 
reputation for being a white Othello— as 
Deville says." 

" So, you are obstinately bent on not 
making one in this innocent little party ? — 
and you have never seen my carnations 
since they came to their full bloom !" said 
Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" No ; I almost entreated him, but he 
could not hear of deferring his appointment 
with his horse and groom !" said Lady Fitz- 
hauton, with angry vivacity. 

^^ Shall we plead in vain against these 
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powerful rivals ? Well, one don't certainly 
expect a man to be a bridegroom always— 
but one might show a little civility to a 
stranger damsel!" said Mrs. Sparkleton, in 
her most winiiingly playful manner, " Now, 
Lord Fitzhauton, in the name of all your 
chivalric grandfathers, I demand, can you 
refuse two weeping ladies such a booh?" 

" Well, but ... I am only to have a 
week's trial of the mare . . . and this is 
such a fine day for it," replied his lordship, 
quite irresolutely— not from much fear or 
care of displeasing his wife, though he had 
a vague sense that she would not be exactly 
pleased to find another successful where she 
had so signally failed. But he had always 
been accustomed to do what plea^d himself 
best, and, at the moment, it was doubtful to 
his own choice which he would prefer— to 
try his beautiful new mare in Kotten Row, 
or to spend a few hours in an equally 
amusing flirtation with Mrs. Sparkleton. 
Suddenly an excellent thought occurred 
to him, a masterpiece of invention, which 
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conciliated ererj objection and errery 
object. 

" Oh^ I know how I'll loanage it now, my 
fair suppliants !" he exdaimed. ^ I'U Tide 
Scan Bess to Chiswick^ and join yon in the 
gardens. Thafs capital! There ivill he 
lots of fellows there to Io(& at her; and I 
shan't get Tery dnsiy; or, if I do, Mrs* 
Sparkletcm at least, I know, will not cnt an 
old friend for looking a little idiablrf !" 

He was leaning against the mantel-pieoe 
as he spoke, and looked down with a smile 
TKhich vexed Lady Fitzhaat(»i excessivdiy, 
while it rather raised Mrs. ^>arkleton's 
colour, and certainly added greatly to the 
viyacioua lustre of her fine eyes. 

^^ But I ^all not need such an ungalknt 
heau as you appear to make — ^Lord Deville 
will he there," she, however, replied care- 
lessly. ^^ At present, don't let me hinder 
your lordship from pursuing your own in- 
clinations; and I can amuse mysdlf with 
l^e news whUe Lady Fitzhauton dresses 
for our drive." 
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^^ I tkmk tkere is oo time ta lose, thm^ 
Annie ; for you are pfeifj^ late already. la 
Be^ille to call for you here?* rq^ed the 
Ear)^ locking at ids watch. 

^' I expect him erery memeBt — pray don^t 
Irt me ke^ either of you from the impor- 
tant hosiness m hand,'^' said Mrs. Bparlzle- 
ton^ drawing two or three papers towards 
her. ^' I hare seefi XK);&iiig this mornings 
not even my darling ^bare-market, which' I 
do not understand the least in the world — 
except that every thosg^ is g(mg itp to the 
akies! Whore is it? Those dear Torks? 
» • . . ^ Magnifioefit fS^' . . . • ^ Distress of 
the Spitelfields weavvrs^^ * . .^ Wc»re a ear* 
eanet ^ the puirest diamonds^ . . • ^ Peath 
fircm want'. . * » . ]>eaar Bie, wh^e can it be? 
^ If e deeply regret t0 a(E«ioumce the death c^ 
liie Rt. Honour/ .... * Lady Dazzle wore a 
dressi of stiver gaouse over satin him de eieV 
(that was: p^tty^ tea) • . . « ^To the worthy,. 
&ee^ and kudependent electors of' ... . 
'Wasted a plaoe' 01^ here it is. And 
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now I can amuse myself for an hour with- 
out the smallest assistance." 

" I wonder when that fellow will come 
with the mare?" said Lord Fitzhauton, 
walking discontentedly to the window. 

"WeU, ril go. I shall not be ten 
minutes," said his wife, who, somehow or 
another, in spite of her own wish and will, 
felt herself compelled to take. the oppor- 
tunity thus afforded her, or remain to 
exhibit a ridiculous sentiment of jealousy 
which she was too haughty to acknowledge 
even to her own consciousness ; and, there- 
fore, with a heart swelling full of secret 
indignation, she withdrew to her dressing- 
rooip, where she purposely prolonged her 
toilette, to show how. entirely, free from 
apprehension, or care, she was on the 
subject. 

In fact, if the two parties left behind had 
stated what, they veritably considered, at 
the time, to be their own motives and in- 
tentions. Lady Fitzhauton had, very slight 
reason to trouble herself on their score. 
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The Earl wished to be amused, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton was a very amusing woman. 
He did not see that because he had married 
a plebeian, he was to be debarred from 
intercourse with society of his own rank — 
and Mrs. Sparkleton was universally ac- 
knowledged to be one of its most brilliant 
ornaments. If his wife had been a spoiled 
child, it did not follow that he was to 
humour her foolish whims and fancies in 
the absurd style of her doting parents. 
And was he to sacrifice all his own inclina- 
tions and pleasures to hers, because she ha4 
happened to have a little money when 
he married her? Had she bought him as 
a slave? He felt indignant and injured 
at the bare idea — and returned to his 
old stand opposite Mrs. Sparkleton. 

And what were Mrs. Sparkleton's intents 
or purposes? Perfectly harmless. She 
might, perhaps, not dislike to show a degree 
of power over a handsome and haughty 
man. What woman would? She might 
not, in her heart of hearts, be without some 
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feeling of sstLsfayction at the secret morti^ 
ficodou thereby inflicted on the pkheiait 
wife who had usurped — but^ bo, the sacred 
rights of money preyented even Mrs. 
SparkletoQ from deeming herself so much inr 
iured by theprefereiMje as toBse such a word 
or such an idea. Still it was extremely dis-- 
agreeable to Mrs. Sparkleton to remember 
that she had been a widow nearly six months 
when Lord Fitzhauton married Miss Gnlli- 
bulL Since that event she had, perhaps^ 
taken a pleasure in being always inore par- 
ticttlarly iNrilliant and showy in company 
when he and his bride were present, and in 
displaying to what advantage she mighty 
the contrast of her own high-^bred manners 
and accomplishments with the injudieiooa 
imitations, or still more injudicious defi* 
ances^ of the parvenu peeress. 

Yet no womian could say kinder thii^ of 
another than Mr& Sparkleton frequeifttly 
did of Lady Fitdiauton^ — especially when 
^ thought therjr woidd be repeated. Even 
on this Qccasuon^ Lcsd Fitsshaatcm observed 
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whit a smile, as he r^etnnied to bis slation^ 
" Well, I suppose I had better be off, since 
jou are so busy with your pditiesr-^or birsi- 
ness, is ifc? Bj-^tho-by, Mrs. Sporkkton, how 
long is it since you have been iu trade?" 

^ ^ Oh^ Alderman Gullibull has transformed 
me into a shareholder — a regular woman on 
'Change, as he called me the other day, in 
his delightfully brusque manner.^ Kay, I 
don't de^air yet to see your lordship's most 
noble Norman name mixed up among our 
doings. Fitzhauton, Gullibull, and Go. — 
how] wcHild that sound ? — But what a sly 
creature you are i Who would hare thought^ 
when you made your unaccountable dis- 
appearance from society^ that you were 
diving into the ocean to bring up this 
pearl?" 

^ Did people miss me much^ th^i ?" said 
his lordship, smiling^ but inwardly nettled* 
^- But it's quite as unaccountable that they 
don't bring my horse. I think I'll just 
stroll down to the place myself." 

^^ Pray, my lord, don't kt me frighten 
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you away," returned Mrs. Sparkleton, 
laughingly. 

^^Oh, no; charming Mrs. Sparkleton is 
not the woman to frighten any man !" said 
the gallant peer. 

" At all events, you were not always so 
timid, as to run away the moment you saw 
me !" replied the lady. 

^^ I had not always so much reason. For 
Time, like an exquisite painter, does but 
add new charms to you at every touch !" 

" I wish he would let me alone, how- 
ever," said Mrs. Sparkleton. " But really, 

w 

Lord Fitzhauton, it almost seems to me 
of late as if you took pains to avoid me. 
What is the matter? Have I oflfended 
you ?" 

" Oflfended me ? Impossible ! It is my 
fear of oflfending you, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, if anything. For now that I am 
married, the expression of my admira- 
tion—of an admiration shared by all the 
world — might not be so proper as " 

" When I had a husband living to share 
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the honour which it conferred upon me?''^ 
interrupted the lady, with some little viva- 
city. " But all that is past. Let us forget 
our nonsensical — I don't know what to call 
it— at Paris. Henceforth, of course — in 
fact, we never were anything but very 
good friends ; and so let us continue. One 
easily forgets stuff of that sort, you know." 

" You did not speak with such indiffer- 
ence — you really did not," said the Early 
pettishly, " when you were pleased to fancy 
your reputation in danger, because the 
Colonel began grumbling about nothing — 
fancied he was jealous because he had the 
gout; when you forced me to fly to Eng- 
land !" 

" I did not know that you were flying 
to England to get married; and people can- 
not help doing or saying stupid things at 
times. It is not in human nature." 

" Nor did I, upon my honour. But 
really, how could I help it? I was head 
over ears in debt ; and they even tried to 
catch me at Dover, the moment I landed, 
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to eiideaYcmr to Brrange ihingB. I met the 
OnllibBlls tliere first — no, it wss in tiaie 
packet — they were coming over t<K)." 

"Tes; that was Mrs. Ouilibuirs faniOTS 
Powry trip, was it Bot? But jwaydont 
make any apology to me for snch an inevit- 
able thing as matrimony. — ^It was altogether 
nonsense, and as 'Snch one ought to think 
of it ; or do you bdieve I should take such 
s pleasure as I do in coming to this 
house ?*• 

^^ And, besides, you hare another afiSa.ir 
on the tapis, at present. Everybody says 
that Deville is to be the happy mmn !" J3aid 
Lord Fitzhauton, rather bitterly, oooasi- 
dering that he spoke of his own intimate 
frimd. At all events, one that had a right 
to the designation, inasmrack as Hiey fre- 
quently played at billiards and drank cham- 
pagne together, gave one anotherdinners, and 
sometimes went to an importasit debate, 
arm-in-arm, whenever Lord Deville particu- 
larly desired to jsecure a vote. 

" Do they? — ^Well, everybody neems to 
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know cue's affidrs bett^ than oneself, find 
indeed ihey wdl iimy, mine,'' said Mr& 
Sparkletoo, carelessly. ^ But what an im- 
mense time Lady Fitadiauton takes to dress 
herself! She might have put on as many 
Qostumes as a Turkish bride in this space — 
ws^ tibere, I think I see your horse pass- 
ing the window." 

** Ton want to be rid of me, — ^bnt FIl not 
go till you tell me tiliat — that we are as 
good &knds as ever !" 

" Of course we are. Whatever could 
make yxiu imagine to the contirary ?" 

" I must have your hand upon it then. 
This is almost the first opportunity I have 
faad of mentioning how sorry I was that — 
you must be perfectly aware — ^I have not 
the smallest doubt — I really almost think 
'somietitties that you quite fed for me ?" 

**Well, I own I am ti little sorry a.t 
times, when I see how vexed you arc at the 
queer b^vi(«ir of your iiew relations. 
But, then, thej don't know better I — How 
can f»eople that i^vt been brought up ^H 
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their lives fa the city — I mean, how is it 
possible one can understand this money 
market stuff, when they put the accounts 
in those incomprehensible fractions and 
units of theirs ?" 

The latter part of this speech may not 
seem to the reader to have much connexion 
with the former part ; but it was, in reality, 
a dexterous break and turn which Mrs. 
Sparkleton's politeness suggested, for the 
door opened at this moment, and admitted 
Lady Fitzhauton, in complete array. 

"What! are you not gone yet? I 
thought you were in such a hurry! It 
is really a very handsome compliment to 
you, Mrs. Sparkleton, for he never hardly 
stops for any one, if he wants to go anywhere 
himself," said Lady Fitzhauton. " But 
now, I suppose, I may relieve guard ? Tour 
new favourite has been at the door this 
half-hour." 

Lord Fitzhauton was not sorry for an 
opportunity to escape an uncomfortable trio. 
His vanity was soothed, for he imagined he 
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had detected signs of more pique in Mrs. 
Sparkleton than she usually permitted her- 
self to display. He did not like that any 
woman, whom he had once honoured with 
his attentions, should become indifferent to 
them ; and he satisfied his conscience with 
assurances that his only object in bringing 
about an explanation, which had much 
better never have been made, was to place 
their future intercourse on the most clear 
and harmless basis of friendly sentiment. 

Perhaps if this young nobleman had been 
educated on less decided principles of selfish- 
ness, he would have thought it advisable to 
stay where he was, to spare Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton a tSte-a-tStej which he must have felt 
was disagreeable to her. But Eoan Bess was 
pawing the ground in fiery spirits before the 
door, with every prospect of a delightful 
ride, and a grand show-off. Accordingly 
he bade them a good morning — declared he 
should be at Chiswick an hour before them 
— and made his exit. 

Wonderful! No sooner had the doors 

VOL. I. I 
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dosed on iiieir right honourable master, 
than Mrs. Sparkleton turned to chat in tiie 
most oordka mmn^ in the worid with Lady 
ritzhauton. That ladf hersdf lost a good 
deal of her schoc^-^rl pettishneas and aa- 
perity almost simultaoeoady. If two dops 

Z L^i^ f« . b«oe; ^ «^ Z 

bite at each oth^ without mercy; but itet 
it suddenly be withdrawn by some adirea- 
turous bystander, and they either both torn 
upon him, or altogether relinquish 1^ use- 
less feud. We are not likening our heroines, 
of course, to such quadrupeds; but we malse 
it a point not to saerifioe any ccmparisoB, 
hioweyer remote, which comes into our head; 
for though oomparisons are proverbially 
odious^ they generally throw some light on 
their correlatiTes. 

To say truth, Mrs. SparJdeton had not; 
sufficient respeet f(»* Lady Eitzhauton to 
dislike her to any tragical ezoess. It is 
more difficult to despise aad hate than to 
despise and love a person at the same tune* 
Mrs. Sparkktooi thought that ha Jbady^ip 
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was a foolish, petulant, arrogant, purse- 
proud school-girl of si parvenue; and she 
only disliked her very much without think- 
ing that she did so at all. There was a 
brilliancy, a dash, a supremacy about Mrs. 
Sparkleton, which induced the said par- 
venue on her part — whenever she did not 
instinctively feel that those fascinating dis- 
plays were working to her own detriment 
— ^to regard her with sentiments of admira- 
tion, perhaps of awe. 



i2 
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CHAPTER VIL 



"LOKD FiTZHAUTON used to be a great 
horseman at Paris — the French admired 
him wonderfully," said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
quietly watching him as he rode off on his 
splendid steed. 

" He had sold off all his horses when we 
knew him first ; and he was just come from 
Paris then," replied Lady Fitzhauton, rather 
drily ; " I don't know what he might have 
there, but he had none in England — I know 
that very well." 

" She is thinking of her money 
again!" thought Mrs. Sparkleton, scorn- 
fully. " Pounds, shillings, and pence ! — 
her mind is made of them. She is think- 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 117 

ing how she paid his debts, as if other 
people — ^but of course I had not so much 
ready money by me at the time. Perhaps 
the Colonel was not dead when he began 
courting her ! — and I could not have raised ; 
so much money if I had beggared myself. 
K he had waited, now, till these railways 
came on!" 

We would not mislead the reader on any 
point, however trivial. Notwithstanding 
the generous rumination which we have 
put on record, we are not at all certain 
that our rich young widow of quality would 
have jumped at the chance of paying 
Lord Fitzhauton's debts so readily as the 
Gullibulls appeared to have done. 

Mrs. Sparkleton was, however, rather in 
the humour to make herself agreeable to 
her companion. She had observed that 
Lady Fitzhauton had begun to take the 
alarm at her evident coquetry with her 
husband; and it was very far, indeed, from 
Mrs. Sparkleton's intentions to come to an 
open rupture, or to compromise herself in^ 
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any manner in such an affair. She coold 
not liye without Tisiting-cards — ^that was 
her moralily. A flirtation, begun in vanity 
and continued in pique, was all she per- 
mitted herself to think had ev^ been or 
eould possibly result. 

The panrenu peeress delighted in a kind 
of information in which Mrs. Sparkletoa 
abounded — ^in anecdotes of the private life 
and demeanour of the starry class into 
which the poor girl at times imagined she 
had intruded, like some creature of an alto- 
gether alien sphere. But tiiese anecdotes, 
replete with scandal, true or false,* with 
ridicule, or with satire of the most keen- 
cutting brilliancy — in all which Mrs. 
Sparkleton was an accomplished mistress — 
irere gradually awakening her to more con- 
soling, if less respectful, convictions. Once 
at work, Mrs. Sparkleton spared little, high 
or low ; but on this occasion it pleased her 
to exerdise her lively talents altogether on 
people whom she knew were disliked by 
Lady Fitzhauton. 
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Y&hxgiR, in secret, sbe would have beea 
^d to be released by L<»rd DeYille's arriTal^ 
even firom this eongemal task. The listener 
was not sufficiently acquainted with per- 
sonages and events, to suit the impatient 
and glancing style of Mrs. Sparkleton's 
satirical wit She had to explain too much, 
mid feh encombered, like a book with notes;. 
The point oi half her anecdotes was lost„ 
from the unfortunate innocence of Lady 
f itzhanton in bygones and antecedents. 
How could she^ who had never seen the 
great Marchioness, and who had only an 
awful idea of her from report^ understand 
the infinite glee with which her informant 
related ^^ the story of the physician/' as it 
was called at the time it was all the rage of 
the F. circle? 

^* She ought to have invited you to her 
balL I was astonished not to see you there. 
Lord Fitshanton used always to be invited 
until he got out of the market," she rattled 
on. ^^ I will tdl you a story about her, to 
diminiah your regret; though you have no 
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occasion for any, for her balls are mere 
mobs, where one goes to be suffocated by 
fine people. I have an idea that it's just as 
pleasant to go to a theatre, on a state visit. 
She was at some watering-place or another 
(I wonH remember the exact one) the other 
day, — ^for she is always ill, poor soul, though 
there is nothing at all the matter with her ! 
But they have a dreadful savage of a phy- 
sician where she was — a man that is always 
speaking truth — and you know what sort of 
people they are. People only pretend to be 
honest that they may vent their malice and 
be praised for it. However, she went to 
consult him, and described the symptoms of 
her disorder in the most moving terms. 
I believe she has all that are known to phy- 
sicians, or at least that one can pronounce 
without having had an university education* 
But he listened as if it had all been about 
nothing — ^which it was— that is to say, he* 
scarcely listened at all ; and I am not cer- 
taii;L whether he did not go on reading a 
book while she talked at him. Ob, no ! I 
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suppose he did not quite do that ; but- 



you know what a haughty personage — ^what 
an empress of a Marchioness — ^it is ! She 
flew into a passion at not beingtreated with 
the respect due to her, — ^meaning, of course^ 
the awe-stricken homage of a slave to the 
Grand Sultana. He answered like the 
Grand Turk himself; and then she furiously 
demanded if he knew whom he was speak- 
ing to ? ' Yes ; to a little old woman with 
a stomach-ache ! ' Think of such a reply to 
a lady who still considers herself a beauty^ 
the queen, of fashion, and ill of all the 
maladies incideptal to humanity, in the 
most interesting degree 1 " 

Lady Fitzhauton laughed heartily: but 
what was that tribute compared with the 
quiet smiles of a properly seasoned group of 
the initiated? 

The wit of another little legend, whick 
consisted in a most accurate imitation of 
" dear, sweet Mrs. Semple's lovely lisp,'* 
altogether escaped her. Mrs. Semple had 
lost a pearl necklace at the opera, and it 
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waft brought to her bj a Captain somebody, 
who gaye aa account of hor manner of 
receiving it and thanking him. Oh ! that 
wonderful ^^^Ye-th" of Mrs. Sparkleton! 
how it told the story, and a dozen others in 
the same breath, in the indescribaUe list- 
lessness and powerlessness of character she 
managed to infuse into it. 

But she spared no one. A servant 
announced the ^^ Honourable Miss Scur- 
mucheon*' in the midst of this direrting 
gossip; and between the interval of the an- 
nouncement and entrance, Mrs. Sparkleton 
had thus satisfactorily analysed the visiter's 
component parts. 

^^ At home ! I wcmder you can be to that 
dreadful okL woman. She is as mischievous 
as she is withered — and withered as a witch. 
Dry and skinny as a stuffed viper; only she 
stiU keeps her poison. She is the severest 
of censors; yet I am sure not a bit bett^ 
than she should be herself." 

^^ But she is Lord Fitzhauton's aunt !" 
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^* I know she is; and to be sure you must 
l>e polite to one another's relatiyes.'* 

'^ I know what she would like, but what 
she never shall do, — ^to come and live with 
us, and make me wretched from morning 
till night," said Lady Fitzhauton, greatly 
encouraged : '^ although she pretends to be 
so kind and charitable." 

^^ Full of the milk of human kindness 
turned sottTy^* interrupted Mrs. Sparkleton. 
She had private and pretty bitter reasons of 
dislike against the lady in review, who set 
herself up for a model of propriety, and had 
probably done as much as anybody, or any- 
thing, to induce her nobk nephew to with- 
draw from the perilous society of the wife 
of Colonel Sparkleton. '^ She pretends to 
be charitable because she gives her chicken- 
bones to make broth for the poor; rdigious, 
because she is not found out at cards, and 
goes to church twice a-week; benevolent^ 
because she does all h^ mischief under pre- 
tence of doing good, and begs for charities 
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what keeps her an opera box and pew. She 
is the most dreadful old maid I ever heard 
of or imagined, and I would give the world 
if Lord Deville had come before she did." 

At the conclusion of this speech the door . 
opened, and admitted the proprietress of the 
characteristics indicated — ^who was received 
in a very different manner from what one 
would have expected such a personage would 
have been. Lady Fitzhauton arose, and 
with considerable tremulousness— colouring 
like a school-girl detected in some breach of 
discipline by the severest of the governesses 
— ^went to meet her. Mrs. Sparkleton 
smiled politely, and nodded, — and made way 
with flattering attention, to enable Miss 
Scurmucheon to take a seat in an arm-chair, 
to which Lady Fitzhauton escorted her, 
after submitting to the preliminary operation 
of a kiss — a kiss as dry and crusty as a 
fir-apple pressed to the lips. 

The Honourable Miss Scurmucheon had 
indeed no very exuberant warmth of tender-^, 
ness for her parvenu niece. She was ex- 
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cessively proud of the high rank and lineage 
of her family, which she always remem- 
bered with satisfaction during a now rather 
long period of single blessedness. She had 
sacrificed her only chance of matrimony, 
and the affections of an estimable young 
man, the only one who had ever offered at 
the shrine those rare, though often simulated 
gifts. Miss Scurmucheon had followed the 
advice of lier distinguished parents, in early 
youth, who detected their pauper chaplain, 
sprig of s6me tradesman's family, to be in 
love with their daughter, and commanded 
her to discard him at once, and for ever. 
She obeyed. The pauper chaplain was now 
a bishop : Miss Scurmucheon was still Miss 
Scurmucheon. But the circumstance had 
endeared her noble blood to her; doubtless 
on the principle that the more you give for 
a thing the more it is worth. 

To such a lady the marriage of her 
nephew, the heir of all the family honours, 
to what she called " a tallow-merchant's 
daughter," was indeed a bitter pill. But 
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she was obliged to swallow it« Her lofty- 
sire had not seemed to think that rich blood 
required much feeding to keep it at the 
proper purple. He left her a very small 
competence indeed, and avariciously and 
skilfully as she had managed it, it was so 
far from adequate to her wants, that she felt 
obliged to consent to anj measure likely to 
restore the fortunes of her nephew, which, 
in one shape or another, she had contriFed 
hitherto to partake. 

Besides, as '^ lowliness is young ambition's 
ladder," she found in Miss GuUibull, at the 
commencement of their acquaintance, such 
an attractive amiableness, and submis- 
sion of manner, that she had no doubt 
they should agree admirably together. A 
girl so inexperienced, and in fact ignorant; 
of all that is thought worth knowing west* 
ward of Charing Cross, could not but 
rejoice in the opportunities which Miss 
Scurmucheon was determined to afford her, 
of acquiring necessary information under 
her own constant supervision. She had 
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little doubt that she should be invited to 
take up her permanent residence in her new 
niece's house — which would have been more 
convenient than paying a high rent for bad 
lodgings in a back street of Mayfair. But 
she was disappointed. Mrs. Gullibull, 
mother, though a-fod in almost everything 
that concerned the intercourse of her famUy 
with the great world, was wideawake on 
this one point. She said, it would be worse 
than having a stepmother in the house — 
and she remembered, with no very pleasing 
associations, the infinite plague and sorrow 
she had endured from her own, till she con- 
descended to die — for the Alderman would 
never hear of his mother being turned out 
of doors, however pleasingly the proicess was 
depicted, as being only " putting your poor 
dear old mother where she can be better 
attended to, and enjoy the country air.** 
The old woman was suffered to live and die, 
and annoy everybody in the house, to the 
day of her death, by the honest man, her 
son, who on this point would not " listen 
to reason." 
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But this experience enabled Mrs. Gulli- 
bull to preserve her daughter from a great 
6nare and delusion. Besides, she had a 
personal and very deep dislike to Miss Scur- 
mucheoD, for which the reader cari readily 
account, when he remembers the forced re- 
lationship in which the poor aristocrat and 
the rich parvenue stood towards each other. 
And therefore Miss Scurmucheon still con- 
tinued to pay a yearly stipend for lodgings 
not near ^o convenient and airy as those 
enjoyed, gratis, by her nephew's horses — an 
injury not easily forgiven. But even her 
influence in other respects had been rapidly 
on the wane since Mrs. Sparkleton appeared 
on the Fitzhauton horizon. Mrs. Grulli- 
MU absolutely doated on the latter lady, 
whom she looked upon as the model of all 
that was gay, brilliant, aristocratic, and 
fashionable among created things. 

Miss Scurmucheon had nothing particu- 
larly unprepossessing in her exterior to 
account for aversion, on any other princi- 
.ples. She was a good height — rather 
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lean, certainly ; with large front teeth pro- 
jecting too much from her mouth, and no 
back ones— a circumstance perhaps a Uttle 
too visible when she drew too wide a smile. - 
But she had good eyes — that is to say, 
sharp and grey, and a long straight nose ; 
and hair even too black, so well did it keep 
its rayen' hues beneath the frost of time. 
Mrs. Sparkleton, indeed, insisted that it was 
dyed; but we place very little faith in what 
she said of enemies. No one, however, 
oould deny that Miss Scurmucheon had an 
CKceUent figure, and she was dressed as if 
she thought so herself. No new pin ever 
started resplendent from the maker's pincers, 
that could equal her in neatness and finish . 
Lavender satin gown, lavender boots, (laced 
36 if by conscience, and as a religious duty), 
lavender shawl, lavender bonnet, lavender 
gloves — all of diflferent but most deli- 
cately harmonized hues, denoted to the 
world the truly Christian state of Miss 
Scurmucheon's mind; how she abhorred 
show, and eschewed vanities. No — ^theire 

VOL. I. K 
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vfOB^ waOxuxg- ^m afiooft her But hev eye<» 
giasa^. whicli mts not Iter fiuiift eithBP — itt 
had been left her,, witb iiixr spldndid ohainy 
by at ^ dear, deportafd friend." 
. Cordial greetinger were" escfaanged, as 
we: have* said, aadD iSie hdies resumed; of 
iKMk. seats;. Let us now* dh justix^ to Miss^ 
Senrmuoheon^s magnanimitj, or* Christian) 
hnmility and fergindog meekness^, for im 
l&ojow not wAich it wasr. The ntmoBt she 
had^ e^er done against Mrs; Sparkleton witib 
her niece was, t» drop* liirtle intangible in^ 
sihnations^ of a Mnd impossible to^ be* put 
into' any sha^ that might give offismce to- 
her beloved nephem Nor, if she had reidly^ 
been animated by the' most fidenxHy spivilr 
towards the Ituiy, eoald she hove treated' 
heir with more marked; QHHitj-. But as she 
had) just come firom^ a rdigious meeting^ a;6 
Exeter Hall, no di^ubt she was still and^r 
ihe influence of ike- charitable polemics^ 
^fiseminated within the walLsh of that en- 
closnre. 
^' This is quite' an unexpected pltosure^ 
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Mrs. Spvklrton; it k' seaUy <piite a. long 
time since I Taarm asm j^m.. How lo^g is: 
it? — let me see," olisenred Mis» Seur* 
mucheon. 

^ It is not worth' calenldtmg'—bat it is 
isometiniie now. It is. not my fanlt, how*^ 
ever. But yoa are growing- quite a recluse* 
Ton don't oome so« nnieh even here, where 
everybody is so glad to see you, ae you\ 
usetf, I believe.?* 

^^ Lady Mtzhauton is so often out^that 
one caii hardly ever catch her at home/' re- 
plied Miss' SonrmnefaeoD^ good-faumouredly. 
^* You BIB& quiie i^iling her^ Mrs* 9{>arkle^ 
ton. I shali seally take Chaiies to task 
for grving her over so^ absolutely to your 
guidance* I fear you are neither of you 
sHffldiently impressed with the great' truths 
of ^^ 

^^ There is nothing so disagreeable as 
great truths^— horrible bores. I own I cut 
thraif wherever I- meet with them/^ inter- 
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton. ^But how is 
yolirdearp»rot,]UBssSGUiBiud»Qon? How 

k2 
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amusing it must be to you,, who. have no- 
thing to tease y.ou — ^neither, husband, child,, 
nor jointure — ^to. teach it how to scream — ^I 
mean, to talk !" 

^' Quite delightful. But I am unteaching 
it everything at present.. It was given me. 
by some very low people, and. they " 

" Why, mamma gave it you V^ interrupted 
Lady Fitzhauton. 

*' What I meant to say is, that while it 
was in. the hands of the sailors belonging to 
your kind papa's ship, it acquired some vul- 
gar habits, my dear, which I. spend a great 
deal of time in eradicating. I am trying if 
these things cannot learn good things as 
well as , bad ; whether their beaks cannot 
utter thanksgivings as well. as blasphemies! 
Lbeat.it with a stick I have on purpose as. 
often as it utters any of those dreadful, 
words." 

". Poor Poll ! it is not its fault ; it did 
not make.itself," Qbserved Lady Fitzhau- 
ton, in . a low. tone. . 

*^ You. might as well sfiy," returned Miss 
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Scurmucheoiiy in the true theblogical sharps' 
^^ yoti might as well say of a wicked man or 
woman, * Poor tilings ! they are not to hlamie ! 
they did not make themselves I' instead of 
punishing them h^re and hereafter!" 

'^ I am sure I would not, at least not in 
•both places," observed Mrs, Sparkleton. 

^^ One can't of course say, in this instance, 
that a fellow-feeling ^ makes one wondrous 
kind;' but I am surprised to hear such 
observations from any Christian lips," re^ 
turned Miss Scurmucheon, who had sud^ 
denly mounted her great horse. ^^ Unless 
we believe in the saving truths of Chris- 
tianity ^" 

" But these are not * saving truths,' Miss 
Scurmucheon I" said Mrs. Sparkleton. " If I 
Were not afraid to oflSsnd in the same manner 
as your unhappy parrot, I would tell you 
what kind of truths they are! Just thd 
reverse of * saving,' I should think." 

" Ton are incorrigible, Mrs. Sparkleton i 
I am sorry to think it, but really the Colonel 
— ^the Colonel must have tainted you with 



StSfl rrsE jQ(s^w0BflQ]ims&: 

Ub ibtdtadiuflMiiL {iriBai|Ml6s« JLs tfaefiev. 
Mr. iBamsiBll ji]6%'X>b3€rwd ^tihiB monrng, 
^ >It k mot 7l3u^ TibitaoBisiMB nor 'tlie Anti- 
'TrinxtasDkn&yaiorvny dihc^ I^msa 

afraid of 4(o junch— «s& <satioli, tladiee «iBd 
ilB^ntkniBii, BS of ifehe mdifferefotariemsf It 
is n0t*&e&flEy of (the fluu^'0f llhe aQgiy ivmdfi, 
ixf :tlie — diie— ^ he «rent .fharongh a vv%ole 
string of ^i^ i&M it 'nms mat^ but lise 
wided ibf issuj^mg, ^me .ka^e tlie ^d^Tat «(£ 
"iaxdiffisBfiDBLce ;aiiK02ig nfi, TvhkSli ^ isxiSsui^ 
mmse HxBLnavy iir aHI' " 

^Mis battarttbmrroaatiiig^Bsid .broilkig 
one raaiotibar^ ihowe^^ier : ^does ^he waaat ns to :g& 
back to those meriy old times c£ yom?'^ 
xeiarteiMTB. Spaaskletoii. 

"<< He <«wxls-<-4)iit 1[!1I Sflst yoa .mb — I am 
tmerof dihe ioreasnissiB jmd 'CDlleoffeors ibr idie 
charity^" ifiaid Miss SflJunmniclMfln, -Mgsri^ 
inrodttciBg bar podoat-book* 

^< What 7a time Xord DcmQe is! ilf ^ 
weie iBQt itiiat ^Qp&e migbit itbink at odd, I 
would redly mm ito Abe cliib aBdiremsitd^bam 
of bis ^engagfiAiaiit," tsaid Mnu AfmrMdfcoBk, , 



jawning dightly. "fint 111 defy you *e 
tax my .BensibilitieB Ihk mocnmg, Msw 
Sonrnmoheon:; for I Am tinmed as bard as «? 
Y&&f and think' of nothing ibut 'how rtoms^ 
money. — ^Thank goodness ! thei£he:is»" 

(<. Who;?^ said Miss Sansmudhsony ^ iLozd 
Deville? Well, I do rather like Ihat man^ 
though he is so ^shockingly irreligions : 'he is 
a brand .worth taking from ihe ihosning^ 
iioereitionlyt&ryDiirHEudki^/dearMrB. Sparkle*^ 
ion." 

'^' Far nFjr ^sake! how ior inline?" retuimed 
theft ladj, with vi^caoi^:. Mxu. :&psaMBkm 
was (contsnt Ifchat a ^srague nrepoct rsbnnlS 
flBBign bar this tfaiilliant congnert ; but^ «Gon- 
sidemng HIob real state of (tfaings, «be w3eb 
dfltflinyiined ithat no ^one sbodlfl hove dt in 
bis, or rather in ber,.iK)wer,rtpifopBesentt&e 
affair, on authority, in a Ught which might 
prove disadvantageous to herself. To use a 
turf simile, she would not enter a horse 
which she thought so very likely to be dis- 
tanced. 

" Oh, everybody says — and you know 
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what everybody says must be true— thait 
there is something more than mere friends- 
ship between you. And I own,- although 
your manners are so charmingly engaging 
and versatile to everybody — hi, hi, hi ! — I 
cannot help thinking so myself !" said Miss 
^urmucheoA. 

^VNons^nse! it is all pure invention; but 
one can't help people's envious chatter." 
- *'* I hope not, for your sake, my dear ! for 
when one's name gets mixed up with a 
man's — " said Miss Scurmucheon, with malign 
nant sedateness of innuendo not lost on Mr^ 
Sparkleton, who coloured, and was about to 
make some reply which miight have provoked 
farther discussion, when the door opened, 
and admitted the personage whose announce^- 
ment had originally provoked it 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

" Good mobrow, beauty's rosebud ! .as au 
Oriental might say; good morrow, fair 
ladies," said the Yiscount, smilingly, as he 
entered. Lady Fitzhauton looked flut» 
tered but pleased, and Miss Scurmuchieon 
herself bridled up with a very fascinating 
expression of welcome. There really was 
not such a very great disparity of years 
between fifty and forty-five, though the 
majority was on the lady's side, to make a 
nobleman like Lord Deyille an object alto* 
gether of indifference to Miss Scurmucheon. 
" Now everybody says I am a brunette, 
and therefore not a fair lady," she replied, 
roguishly and playfully. 
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"Well, but at least you are so at cards/^ 
said his lordship, " However, I will take 
the hint when J write sonnets, and call you 
my nut-brown maid. But I have to apolo* 
gise, Mrs. Sparkleton, for ^' 

" Tou come just in time, my lord," inter- 
rupted Miss Scurmucheon, " I want you to 
subscribe to a ^ 

"Charity in Kamschatka?" interrupted 
im terdship, in turn. *^^ Wdll, put me down 
m^aldKDDu" 

" JKro, nm3rer/Aomig,";Sftid Mrs.^efkleton^ 
iwifii gwat .BJguifiDOTiqB. 

"Jbe me going :to insnlt Khe poor of 
name ^parish ^if^h an ounce of ^bad muEfcton 
»^ie«e?" 

"" Oh dear ni^ poor (tfadngB ! It as tndt 
ddieir ttroiperal ^vveHsre that is ^of ans^ (red 
AoiMMfiLeBce," MBid. fthe fdiaritable emiisaiy 
<tf iht '£e^. Mir* DamnaU, 'opening (bar 
podD^bocdL ^^ iBut is it ttsoe, im ev^ery one 
BflK^B, iLord DcEviille, that jou iasw wurvived 
foar tidd ^ejudioes against anatrimimy^ and 
intend shortly to enter tfiuB^hofy rotate-?" 



^^Imott Jimdiaw tnznedc&e foheek, for 
iHjgrrJBgB iros teeoa mjr ^gixefltat re&emy/' 
rapHefl DoviUo, wctiiA |;ianoe sfcXady Eita- 
Fbaatmi, Tvdfidn amBfid to rdsBtnrb, c&aid ipes!^ 
haps irac dbsr, tender aad AnJuniaflive w mm 

*^^ ToUiace^itiilcffFe, at«all crisents, they tell 
ime?" .pasBisEked JMSss SemsmiichfioiL. 

^ But mthout ;li«{>e, Icme is a kunp with- 
•^ttErt oil," (replied the faeUog ^iaccmirt 

^^ It will soon go out, then, '^th&t w one 
Ksraflolation," Bbsenced JMlrs. Sforkleten. 

^^ "Ob, mo:; my floul is .the joil, cad it will 
jGaed iSie .^me vMU it e2i|i»iraB — lomBn, till 
«t:gMs flat j3f ibe l»dy, .Ifia Sonmnolupn-; 
990 >ibnft iook afiemumiatjtte." 

^^' iWeU, tirell, UBse yGoi'^iaie allriso tpfi&etic, 
I nnaSl itnm y^nr JseHogs into mmeHAag 
substantial," said the SsMxiL :vmaa>Jiac^ 
*^^M isifisr swme qmple, umbo " 



Eor »the ipMr iHian n^ho ^wob Jbimd tdaftd 
]n;itjBdHar frastaflrAn^:?" said .Lasd Berille. 
^' Ah, Miss Scurmucheon, we hear of notluDg 
An t yiM duusiiHas; H^is efou) jneitodAij it. 



Your footsteps, like an a'ngel's, leave light 
behind to track yon. It was you that seot 
the poor starved creature a loa£ I know 
it, for your footman brought it in before all 
the jury, and handed it to the reporter." 

'^Yes, poor creature! I intended t& 
have sent him a blanket, too, only my lidt 
was full; and it is quite as well, as it 
turned out What was the verdict ? '* 
said Miss Scurmucheou, in a most compass 
sionate tone» 

" Oh, natural death, of course ! What 
can be more natural than to die when one 
has nothing to eat?" replied Lord Deville» 
^^ And it is astonishing how many people 
would have saved him when he was dead ! 
He might have a coffin like a prince. — ^But 
have you prevailed on Lady Fitzhautoui 
Mrs. Sparkleton?" 

^^Oh, yes! Lady Fitzhauton goes; and 
we are wasting all the fine of the day talk^ 
ing nonsense, liere 1" exclaimed Mrs. Sparkle^ 
ton. 

<^j^onsen8e«— do you call it nonsense^ 
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madam! when so many people are- abso- 
lutely starving for the light of the gospel? 
and the object of. this appeal is to dissemi- 
nate over all Ireland those traths without 
which man i may indeed live and breathe,, 
but to his own eternal loss and destruction," 
said Miss Scurmucheon, with vivid indig- 
nation. 

" If there be any truth, without which 
a man may Uve and breathe K Ireland, 
pray don't try and introduce it !" ex- . 
claimed Lord Deville. " But I cannot 
iiiink there is. I see in this morning-S; 
paper that they are eating seaweed, with 
yery good appetite, all along Eaokrent, 
county coast." 

" The very place ! We are going to send 
as many Bibles as there are cottages among 
them ; and I want you all to subscribe. 
There is not a sturdier beggar in the whole 
world than. I am, for the poor." 

" If I subscribed anything, it should be 
potatoes; and bread," said Mrs. Sparkletm. 

'^ Their spiritual destitution is far greater; 
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I assure you, than t&eir ccipporeal Gne^ 
lihough, I admit, that is great enough ; but 
Tdio can ever wish the hand of lie Lord to 
be stayed over people so obstinately popish?*' 
continued Mss Scuramcheon, eloquenliy/ 
^* Oh, if you would but oome next Sundays 
and hear the Bev. Mr. Dttmnall preach!'' 

" I am not to be frightened out of my 
money," interrupted Mrs. Sparkleton, " un- 
less wilii a pistol, or somel&ii^ substantial- 
of tiiat sort. Besides, I should never think 
of troubling you with my subscription^ 
when one can so easily said it ons^s" self '^ 

** It iff no trouble to me — I am trea* 
surer to I don't know how m»ny subscrip-^- 
tions," said Miss * Scurmucheon ^ taking^ her 
pmcil m hand. '* What sAall! I put you all 
dewn?* 

" m pay mine at once, and be rid of ill !" 
said Lady Fitzhauton, drawing' out her 
purse. ^^ How much will do — whut-is the 
highest subscription 7* 

**' As ye*i mj' dear?" repUed the aflfec* 
tkmai^ aimt; ^ Wfay> oniy fiv^ pounds ! 
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but, GonsidBimg yoiur isdkj, and 1^i?dl- 
ktOYra wealtii of the fkmily;. I thinl: we 

Ites tfaanf ten." 

'^ Well, then, you must: put^ me^ diotim: fi«.* 
l&Ett^ I may? want wltat i hwmi im my 
purse," repliedi the fortune^ carele&»df . 

**Kow, Mrs. SporidBteffiB^" 

^I tell^ you, 1 will only subsBidbe tot Mi 
the poor eseatuces'^ stomaQhs<f £ donft he^ 
liero their mindB cam be in. a^good stats ixh 
receive religious impressions' while tibteyaie^ 
so hungry," said Mrs; SpaiiQeton.. ^ Lord 
BeFville^^ will you join witth me^ ami we wiQJ 
siendl our subscription; to th& dergywrnL o^ 
the place?' 

**^^With pleasure!" 

^But Utere is no cfergyman I" said Mbua 
Sourmucbeon, in an irritatsdjt tone. ^Hof 
has a deanery semewhexe in* Bliglimd, audi 
dbn^t live tiiiere." 

" Wellj wellj but surdy^tltere's^a cura*8F?*' 

^^Oh^ no, ilfsi a Cadiolic pllmp^t no curate! 
— €aAholie, 1 am sorry tO' sajp;" 
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. "Well, then,, the Catholic dergyman." 

"The Catholic dergyman!— -the popish 
minister of. Satan !" exdaimed Miss Scur- 
mucheon, in indescribable horror, gazing 
incredulously at the speaker. 

" If. their. souls. are. worth. saving, so are- 
their bodies, I should think; at least, I^ 
know nothing in. Scripture to the contrary, 
though I. am not very deep in theology,'- 
said Mrs. . Sparkleton. " Lord Deville may 
do as he pleases, of course; but if I don't 
forget it, I shall do as I have said." 

"And L will trim between both opinions,- 
like a true politicianof the new school, and 
do as both ladies command me — ^five pounds 
for the souls, and five pounds for the bodies; 
of the poor folk of Rackrent county !" said 
Lord Deville. "And now, ladies, unless 
we.mean to arrive in the. dusk of the even-: 
ing, at the Flower Show " 

But this peace-making address was cut> 
short by one of the most terrific rat-tat-tats 
that ever shook a house to its foundaticms 
with the announcement (^ some visiter,. 
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whose importance justifies his footmen in 
stunniog the:ears of a neighbourhood. 

"Oh, that's mamma!" exclaimed Lady 
Fitzhauton, with almost the first sincere 
and natural expression of feeling she had 
indulged in all the morning. And she in- 
wardly thought, " Now there's a match for 
you all coming !" with the feelings of a fagged 
sentinel who hears the relief approach. 

But Mrs. GuUibuU was too perfect a 
mistress of manners, as taught in all the 
little pamphlets on etiquette, to omit any 
point of ceremony. She sent up her card 
to know if her ladyship was at home, though 
she had already the consolatory assurance 
that she was, and followed it herself as fast 
as she could come. That certainly was not 
at a railroad speed, for Mrs. GullibuU was 
very fat, and heavily laden with velvet 
and ornaments. They heard her pant- 
ing up the stairs; for she took no notice 
of the footman's polite invitation to enter 
the breakfast parlour, where she. would find 
the object of her visit. " Come along, 

VOL. I. L 
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Charitj; come along, Miss Green, my love; 
we'll go to the drarvring-room ; perhaps her 
ladyship has visit^s, and we might intrude. 
Laak-a-ma*cy, what a broiling day it is !" 

" Mamma, I am here; pray, come here, 
mamma!" said Lady Fitzhauton, present- 
ing herself at tl^ door ; and Mrs. Gnllibnll 
turned so suddenly that she overthrew a 
china vase on th« staircase, overran with 
some scented creeper falling as gracefully as 
water to the ground. 

" Never mind ; Til send you a better one, 
if it's to be had for love or money," said 
Mrs. GuUibuU, a little discomposed ; adding, 
in a loud whisper, " Is anybody in with 
you? Ton can say it is Charity's awkward- 
ness ; she is always overthrowing things at 
home, you know." 

The said Miss Green was a tall, pale, nerv- 
ous-looking girl of about two-and-twenty, 
whom one would have scarcely expected to 
find in such fashionable society as Mrs. 
Gullibull's. She was not at all fashionably 
dressed ; but what she wore was neatly and 
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carefuUj arramged^ eisoepting in the article 
of her gloves. These were of white kid, too 
small for her haxuis, which were, alas! a 
littie red afid coarse, wiih rough earl^ lises. 
But Mrs. Oullibull had insisted she shouhi 
subdue them to au aiiistoGratic smallness, irt 
these integuments ; and they hiEid burst their 
bounds in two or three places, and shtmed 
all the redder for the compression. 

The reason for this interest taken by Mrs.. 
GuUibull in the wel&re of her companion 
has perhaps been already guessed by the- 
reader. Charity Green was a poor relation 
— in fact, the orphan niece of Mrs. GrullibuU 
herself. She had enjoyed this position for 
now nearly three years, and but for an 
unaccountable sort of p*ide, in a person left 
quite penniless, might have been almost a^ 
well dressed as Mrs* GullibuU herself — ^in 
her discarded raiment. Oilen and oftea 
had she refused the handsomest offers of thi» 
description, and contenting hersdf with the 
least possible sum that could answer the 
purpose, from the bounty of h^ rich rdft^ 

l2 
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tions, clad herself with a hmnble neatness 
which, in the opinion of nearly all of them, 
argued a natural meanness and poverty of 
spirit. Under these circumstances, it was 
considered very good by the family that she 
was of a singularly retired and silent tempe- 
rament. Her whole demeanour was so un- 
obtrusive and quiet that you might be hours 
in the same room with her and them, and 
never have noticed she was there. If you 
did at all, you would have thought she was 
wonderfully grave for so young a person, 
and perhaps, if given to the study of phy- 
siognomies, you might have imagined you 
detected an expression of patient suffering, 
which from the depths of her soul shadowed 
her seemingly inert and submissive counte- 
nance. 

Yet was there, at present, apparently but 
little or no reason for poor Charity Green's 
sadness, unless it was that, as Mrs. Gulli- 
bull often declared, and sometimes thought, 
she was of a " glum disposition" naturaUy. 
While her parents were alive, she had not 
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been very well off, even for the necessaries 
of life ; the luxuries she had only heard of 
from report, or from seeing them displayed 
in the shop windows. Her father was a 
wonderful sort of a man ; he was a proud 
post-office clerk— one that prrferred to live 
on his eighty pounds a-year, with a wife 
and child, to begging any favour, however 
small, of his wife's rich relatives. He was 
wrong in that; for, although Mrs. GuUi- 
bull exacted much deference and homage 
from those on whom she conferred her 
favours, she was a woman of a good heart, 
in the main, and anxiously desired to re- 
move the opprobrium of poverty fipom all in 
any way connected with her. But this 
proud post-office clerk, embittered against 
wealth in the abstract, and of a morose, 
unbending nature, would have been glad 
to receive an obligation without acknow- 
ledging, or even feeling it to be. one; and, 
Mrs. GulIibuU was not the woman to confer 
anything of the kind. Perhaps also Mr. 
Green considered himself too deeply wronged 
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m a refiisal wlidi he enec^mtered, when h<e 
beat his soul^ at last, to adk: for one of the 
vacant derkdiips in the great com-mer* 
chant's (McGj ever to Imzaiil anollier. Mrs. 
Gnllibnll could not endure the thoogfat of 
one of her r^atiYes fillisg so imbordinate a 
{K)sition in sight of the iforld, and a long 
estraD|^m0it ensued. At last, Mr. Green 
^ed of a malady xrhidi the doctors of 
u^ &^ Jw, U.ding .U ib,ir 
science to withstand. It was classed in tiie 
weekly Uils, nnd^ the head of " A:Sections 
4f the respiratory organs," but in reality, 
he died of poverty, — low diet, and hopeless- 
ness of spirit. His widow struggled lor 
.&while in a SEtell grocer^s shop; and, with 
"the assistance c€ her daughter's needle, the j 
maomged to linger (m existence, until a 
compassionate typhus removed the mother 
also. She had been all her life a hard* 
workii^^ comfortless drudge ; and existence 
was. no great loss to her. The only thing 
that trouUed her much — ^for her ledinga 
were not v^ acute on any pomt — yifBs to 
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leftTe htx dai^ter alone and unf^^teoted 
in the worid. She got the apotiiecaiy's boy, 
who attended her, and who lavished all the 
resources of Jbis skill in poimding medicines 
— ^for of compounding he )mew nothing — 
on heac case, to write an epbtle, at her die- 
tid;ion, reoommeDding her child to the mar- 
cafiil notice of Mrs, GulHhnll. It was very 
feelingly written, for the young disciple of 
Eaculapuis imagined he was writing a b^ 
gi&g letter to the rich Alderman's wife, 
had no suspicion of the relationship existing, 
and was proud of an (^p^rtimity to ex^ a 
natural talent he possessed in that wi^. 
Mrs. Green did not entrust tiie matter to 
her daughter. Bhe was very young, but 
had evinced something of her father's 
temper in 1^ silent acuteness of her feel* 
ings, though never displayed in the fierce 
and resentful outbreaks which threw Idm 
perpetually into his own light, and consti*' 
tated himself through life his own principal 
enemy. 

No one could be more grieved than Mrs* 
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GuUibull was when she learned ihe dis« 
astrous termination of her sister's career. 
Not that she had taken any means to pre- 
vent its happening — bnt then she never 
thought it would happen. She was so 
flourishing, so rich, so well off in every 
respect, herself, that she never thought of 
anybody connected with her being in want 
of almost everything she possessed in such 
superfluity. She consoled herself with the 
belief that her sister was doing very well — 
that if she wanted anything, in reality, she 
would apply to her — especially after the 
death of the proud clerk. She often quoted 
aphorisms to herself which she had deduced 
from excellent premises, doubtless : if people 
were too proud to ask, they should go with- 
out : we cannot all be rich : and one is not 
bound to disgrace oneself with a lot qf poor 
relations, because one achieves wealth by 
one's own industry: the Greens had only 
one child to provide for, and she herself 
had two^ — for there was a son as well as a 
daughter in the house of Gullibull. But, 
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after aU, when the thing did really happen 
— when Mrs. Green departed this life, prin- 
cipally for want of the means of living — 
Mrs. Gullibull was visited with no slight 
sentiments of compunction and regret. She 
received the orphan at once into her own 
house — at least after she had performed a 
quarantine of two or three months at some 
country place-^and really laboured hard to 
quiet her consciousness of unkindness to 
the mother by kindness to the child. Kind- 
ness in her way, at all events. Mrs. Gulli- 
bull had received but little education her- 
self, and none at all of a fashionable sort. 
Yet she spared no expense in a fruitless? 
endeavour to make the orphan left to her 
charge accomplished, by overwhelming her 
with instructions and instructors. But 
poor Charity was too old to begin her 
schooling— nor was she naturally of very 
briUiant parts — ^but of quiet good sense^ 
uid a gentle loving heart, reserved in it& 
utterances, but full, as a sealed fountain, to 
the brim. 
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She nuide so little progress is all Ae &db 
tkings. att^Bpted to be tsiigbt 1^ tiwt, at 
last, thia edu^ttioiial forciiig was abandoned' 
in despds*^ or ral^mr, new avocatioDs and 
changed TiewB reiad^red it an object of in* 
difference to Mf& GuHibull, who, coiise* 
quentlj, ceased tormenting her protegSe oa 
the subject. , The marriage of her daughter 
into an aristooratic famHy of rank so^ 
exalted as the FitdmutoDS, upset all Mrs. 
Gullibull's notions on maktors, divine aad 
human. And not only hers, bat those of a. 
personage aS some importaiice in our his*- 
tory^ and of very great in his own cirde, 
whom we shall, therefore^ take the oppor-* 
tunity to introduce. 

Will it be believed by any oaase familiar 
wil^ the influence of enormous wealth ob. 
the human mind, that, up to the date of 
the signal event above mentioned, Mrs. 
Gullibull had viewed with c(»aplacency^ had 
even tacitly enoouanged, an attaohmenft: 
which arose between her only sos^ Midas 
Gullibull, and Charity Green, her pmniless 
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niece ? But, until bedmssled out of her ordi* 
nary senses by the lustre of her dsnghter'is 
aeqnired rank, she was, as we haye said, a 
kindbearted and liloeral woman, in the 
main, to those whom she Kked. She could 
not easily forget how she had suffered her 
eister to die forlcxrn and penniless, while she 
herself luxuriated in the lap of wealth. 
She doted on her son, Midas^ whom she 
looked upon as a prodigy of human excel* 
lence and sagadty, and as the future 
founder cxf a race of merchant princes, which 
might Tie even with the hereditary glories 
of her daughter's alliance, if in nothing 
else, at least in wealth. And Midas either 
was, or imagiued himself at one time, very 
much in lore, with his deserted coui^. 

On what occult principle of human 
nature can we, who take upon ourselves to 
di^e into her dqrilis, and bring up her 
seorets to the surface, account for this 
extraoir£nary fact? Midas had from his 
earliest childhood hirealJied an atmosphere 
heavy, as it were, with gold dust; from his 
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faintest dawn of reason all his impressions 
had been somehow or another connected 
with money ; how to get it, how to keep it^ 
how to make more of it, how to live for 
it, and how to die with it. Money, money, 
money, nothing but money! His very 
name, which his mother in her own secret 
heart could not help suspecting not to be a 
Christian one, was given him at the font 
by a rich godfather, of a somewhat satirical 
and jesting humour, perhaps, who was per- 
mitted to bestow it on the strength of some 
vague intimations as to the possible desti- 
nation of his wealth, having no family of 
his own to leave it to. 

Midas was seven or eight years older 
than his sister, and he was bom before 
the admirably managed speculations of his 
father, and a beautifcd year of famine^ 
enabled the corn-merchant to achieve the 
great fortune which he had ever since con-* 
tinned increasing. Young Midas was acr 
oordingly, at a very early age,, perclied at 
a desk, and a ledger continued to be the 
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principal book into which, for many years, 
he looked, after leaving a commercial school 
at the age of fourteen. There he had 
acquired the following accomplishments : 
he could write an excellent business-hand, 
and spell almost every English word he 
ever used, with the assistance of a little 
pocket Johnson : he was fkmiliar with the 
most recondite mysteries of single and 
double entry : he had learned the rules of 
the English grammar by heart, without 
any very distinct idea of how to apply 
them : he had gone as far as the verbs in 
his Latin grammar, and had some faint 
idea that there was such a language as 
Greek : he had written all Hamel's French 
themes out, with admirable neatness, in a 
little blue-ruled book; and returned home 
with first-rate testimonials to his moral 
character, as a schoolboy, while "in our 
establishment." 

When the family attained their great 
position as millionaires, Midas's tastes 
were, however, destined to undergo some 
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fluetiiations. His almost insatiable lore 
of wealth, as a means of acquiring dis- 
tinction, was augmented and yet changed 
in its manner of display, by the influence 
of his mother, and the aristocratic eleva- 
tion of his sister. But before that event 
happened he had become, in some inexpli- 
cable manner, entangled in a secret en- 
gagem<aat with his cousin. Charity ! 

How it befel that Midas GuUibull com- 
mitted this solitary act of generous impru- 
dence throughout his career, might puzzle 
(Edipus. Grasping, ktrd-hearted, aspiring, 
what could he discern to tempt him in a 
poor, timid, helpless sort of a girl, whose 
vocation on earth seemed to be an Incessant 
attention to the wants and pleasures of 
others ? But befal it did. Charity Green 
was the only young female to whose society 
Midas Gullibull had ever been closely 
habituated; and, after all, in spite of his 
money, he was human ! The gentleness of 
Charity's manners, the placid sweetness of 
her disposition, won in some manner im- 



** 
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perceptibly on his liking. Besides, she 
was, in reality, a pretty tod wdl-made 
girl; and when she spoke naturally, attd 
without being alanned, spoke very ^nsibly, 
and in a Yoice that glided with an uncon- 
scious pathos to the heart. The sorrows 
and privations of her youth breathed like a 
plaintive key-note through her tones, and 
touched a chord even in the unmusical soul 
rf Midas GuUibull. 

But how had be won the affections of 
this young girl ; for doubtless, at one time, 
she loved him with all the fervour that can 
be united with the purity of passion? Alas I 
it is not difficult to win the love of a woman 
whose heart is as yet virgin of every other 
attachment — of a woman desolate and 
alone in the world, who imagines that the 
priceless gifts of love are offered to her 
acceptance! Midas was tall and rather 
good looking, with a fresh complexion, a 
large, square, strong-minded forehead, and 
hair which, if a little too deep in its san- 
guine chestnut hues, could only be pro- 
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nounced positively red in the whiskers. 
He was muTersally regarded with awe and 
respect as the destined principal and imme- 
diate partner of the great honse of Gullibnll, 
Gulliboll and Co.; and there is nothing 
that women admire more in their loyers 
than the admiration of others ! In short, 
Midas was Charity Green's first love, and 
what loye csmnot find, he creates in his 
object. He was her only hope of redemp- 
tion from the oppressive dependence in 
which she fonnd her lot now cast — from 
the wide golf of poverty and misery that 
yawned all around it. No wonder she 
returned her cousin's professions of attach- 
ment with a sincere and implicit faith and 
love, which the human heart is only destined 
to experience one for another. 

We cannot blame poor Charity for these 
matters, more especially as Mrs. Gullibull 
seemed, for motives before touched on, 
rather to encourage the affiur than other- 
wise. As to Gullibullf senior, he took but 
little notice of what happened in his house- 
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hold; and even if 'he had, would not have 
dreamed of interfering with his son's choice 
of his wife, his equal in everything but 
wealth. Old Gullibull spent night and day 
in labouring to acquire money, to add to 
his already enormous share by every species 
of exertion. But he was not in the slightest 
degree avaricious; in fact, he suffered his 
wife and children to use it almost as pro* 
fusely as they desired. He wished for 
riches, but it was rather to enjoy the sway 
and distinction they conferred upon him, 
than for any real use they were to him. 
He had no great taste for luxury of any 
kind, unless it might be in eating and 
drinking ; the poorest clerk in a counting- 
house scarcely drudged more anxiously and 
assiduously than this possessor of hundreds 
of thousands. His greatest satisfaction was 
to go about on 'Change, very slatternly 
dressed, with his hands in his pockets, 
hearing people whisper to the uninitiated, 
" That is Mr. Gullibull, the great corn mer- 
chant!" When his wife found out a new 
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Beittiod of gra t i fyi ng tids yankj^ ivhich An 
sbun&ELaAj sloEred^ bj diqf^lays ci estenta- 
tioas magnifioeaoLce dniiiig his nttyoraltj — 
by* the grand aUiaace she formed for hiat 
daughter — and Ae career ef fiushion she 
h^gan heradf to ran, the worthy AUermaa. 
jcined as cordiaQy in her projects of wai^g 
his. msmsy as ever he did vith any g£ Im 
breliireai in meaiis to make it. 

But we do blame poor CSiarifty on another 
seore; whieh is, that she eonsentei to kfc 
her- engagement irlth her eoufiin remain, for 
the present^ as he said, a aeeret. It seems,, 
aceording to tiie reasons he aUeged, that he 
did not Gcsifiider himself able to ke^ a wife 
— at least,, not in the style beeomiog^ Ai$ 
^e — until he had adsfcierved a great objeet. 
What that object was — how masek hs: 
IJMmght necessaary to keep a wife con — .he 
did wst think prop^ distincliy to ennn^te. 
Perhaps he was a Ettle ashamed to own hk 
exact purpose^ periia|is he scared^ knew it. 
himself; but sal)sequeni eivents eon&rm us 
is acangcetiiFe, tha4r he wisbed his fath^ i&y 
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reti)!«f from the binttii^s^ and kftve Us entm 
mftnagme&t and proeedis to himflelf « GuUi- 
biiH, fienior, who hn^ bnsiziesa for its own 
sake, as wdl for its mcau^-making pov^^s, 
was not very fikelj to aooede easilj to tibis 
affnmgemettt. A new ddky arose £rom the 
derangcfment in the circulation of the houso^ 
cashed by Hke heavy blaedinj^ ^ sustained 
in furnishing tiia fortone which was mcesr 
fiuy to purdbase a eoronet for its daughter* 
Th» the graai mefetent, in addition to a 
fof midablo hazard in what are ealled bjread- 
9ttti&, in cttj pMTknce, had entered with 
such eim^evneas md Toneity into the ruling 
aiania of the daj-^ railway speculation, 
timt it was no longer possible «tQ hope for 
any speedy acoomplishamit to Midas's 
hopes* 

Meanwhile he sucQeedcd in persuading 
Charity, m tpite of ha: own better sense 
and fedUng, tiiat it was advisable to continue 
keepkigtiieir engagement unannouBoed. He 
eenvinced her, and he himsdf half believed 
ilL that hii narwte would not oonflent to so 

u2 
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disproportionate : an alliance ; and that it 
was necessary he should be thoroughly in- 
dependent of their judgment before he ven- 
tured to outrage it by wedding a portionless 
girl. Nodoubthereally thoughtthat he might 
endanger his prospects to gain possession 
of what he coveted, in exposing himself to 
animadversion by an act of such signal impru- 
dence. He was certain that all his citizen 
friends — all the personages who formed his 
world of opinion — would disapprove in the 
highest degree of such folly. For after the 
warmth of his first attachnient began to 
subside, and the comfortable certainty of 
having nothing to fear, had deprived him of 
the lover's chief spurs in hope and emula- 
tion, Midas began to discover that he really 
had no excuse to ofier to public opinion, as 
he understood it, for the choice of such a 
wife. There was neither : beauty, npr bril- 
liant accomplishments, nor wit, ' nor rank, 
nor . power, nor money, to be oflFered in 
apology to the sneers of the . city. There 
was nothing but tenderness of heart, . sim- 
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plicity and integrity of soul^ a firmness and 
fixedness of principle, belied to the casual 
observer by timidity andstemly-taughtmeek- 
ness of character. Persons of sincerity and 
good faith are easily deceived, especially by * 
those whom they love. But whether deceived 
or not altogether, Charity Green believed in, 
or yielded to, her lover's arguments, and 
the more easily, that her inward integrity 
and disinterestedness of spirit revolted from 
all the appearances of contrary emotions. 
She feared that she should seem to have 
made an unfair use of her position in the 
family of Mrs. GullibuU, by endeavouring to 
thrust herself into a more important station 
without her sanction ; that she should seem 
to take an undue advantage of a young 
man's passions, to occupy it prematurely, 
and bring about dissensions in a home which 
had received her into its protection firom 
motives of kindness. She shrunk from the 
indelicacy of appearing more anxious for 
the fulfilment of a compact of such a nature 
tiian its male co-partner. But however or 



• 

iriutterar wts tke cftnst, ^ertein it is, fkU 
tip to tfat moibMt inr^M wt intoodnoe ker 
to the iteder, Gkmtf Ckeffii^ « lier htkat 
IumI ealted tel* ia 4te lAtenMB of ids 0^ 
oontitittMl Oluaitf ^Iteal* 
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CHAFTEE IX. 

WfiULf A tSbne ipe ^¥6 h&ea introdaeiag 
% pecsoEags to tl^ redkr, v^ accordu^ 
to the ttSBges of medem MtAetjj wpidd be 
fscxnelf "Aouf^ woBbb inti^iiotiig at all^ 
to may onel 

idtttkon; jomy n tids .laespecd; be liloaiad 
to those sufmor iotell^QQffleB nfsho imehie 
jk Itearoaly CDmoissBin to spy into die do* 
ings of our netiwr world, ^id iby ao iseeBs 
•send op aneh nports aft wot ia general 
jcoeytttiom maaei^ n^ its irortl^ inhaUr 
itaoto. Ent laaee wrongs than erer JDw 
4|;iHaB0ie hasAvded Jiis €luv:akie skefetM 
^fcgflflfff# ^t^<a the pea rij^ried, aiKd akajK 
jighl^ wUal the foUei age jn^«23ii cmft- 
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plaining, possibly, only of ennui. And even 
if it doth this good work only in theory — 
only in imagination — still is it well done; 
still do we exercise a great function on 
earth, — eternal witnesses of eternal morals ; 
handing to one another the resplendent torch 
which Prometheus lighted in Heaven ; scat- 
tering those salty drops from the vasty sea 
of truth, which keep the atmosphere of the 
earth from absolute corruption, from swath- 
ing it utterly in the foul damp of human 
breath! To descend from our heroics, — 
authors are like other people; and where 
they have no particular or personal reason 
to the contrary, will generally take the side 
of truth and justice, as we have done in our 
exposition of the relations between Mr. 
Midas GullibuU and his cousin. 

" You can say it is Charity's awkward- 
ness; she is always overthrowing things at 
home, you know," we left Mrs. Gullibull 
saying, with all the coolness of a general in 
ai despatch, laying the blame of a failure on 
tiie most convenient inferior that occurs to 
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him at the moment. But i Charity ' had 
quite a reputation for awkwardness "at * 
home;" acquired by the undoubted fact^ 
that when she first arrived at her aunt's, 
she broke a cup of a beautiful set of China 
teathings, in her haste to set it down to 
hand her uncle the muffins. 

" It is of no consequence J I don't care 
who they think broke it — ^the things are 
not theirs," replied Lady Fitzhauton, loftily. 
"Come along, mamma; you have never seen 
Viscount Deville, and here he is." 

"Law! Viscount Deville?" said Mrs. 
GuUibull, blushing up in the face and. 
wiping it, as if washing it, in her handker- 
chief. " I should like, above all things ! — 
wasn't it he that killed the man in a duel, 
I don't know how. long ago — ^before we left 
FaggLane?" 

" No, mamma, he never killed any one," 
replied the only daughter, pettishly. " But 
do come on ; it's so stupid to keep people 
staring to see what is coming — and we are 
in a hurry to go out. Lord Deville, this is 
mamma — Mrs. GuUibull." 
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Hit ioidihip xose, and llb». GoUiboU 
wtmudd Jus Ikmt with a eurtef ake bad 
Mi|ftindi, nilii infinite toil^ under a moak 
eaqperienoed <^>enHlaocer, ior her praKBto- 
tkoL at €o«rt w Ladf Mayorass. 

^^ I beliBTe I baTe luid the pkaswe ifeoaee 
Mrs. Gullibull befia«* I mis bosn&vnd mkA, 
an invitation witii the ministeTfl whea Mr. 
iJdacffiaA Gflllilml fmsided omer the caly 
hoi^talitiefli" said Yisoonal; Deville. 

^ Wc0e yvaf I am sare Tocr lardehip 
was very iv'elooaie; biife we liad so wmblJ I 
jMWf iieticed aay ene m particular/' re- 
iplkd the lilMral ex-hostess ^f tihe Mansina 
House. ^I heliere I kaow aU tfie rest^ 
JjiB. Why, ftm hwe qwte a ^mrSe ^bk^ 
jMsning! Sowd^edGtyUiasScvniiacfaeoiL? 
fiew am yen, Mrs. Sjparkfaton? — AM aliye 
and chirpy as ever !" 

^Smoe yOL we m ^ood as to ask after 
ov healtha, m mossse, I Im^ I.an xiglit m 
aflwwerkig — Vmj wdi," xepiied Mnu 
fiparUetoiL 

^ WeB^ at aay late ycm are ail 



9» AmIi^ss ioeftfi,'' omL Mrs. tinffilttll, ^ri& 
geeit l^iid^. ^ Dm^ let joif dbs dii^airb 

^ I tBoppMe^ msdxm^ beeauM you ^A^ 

ftdiensMr 70a sit teuxMB Idie prinoipd 
flaM)** wid Lurii Btvitei a Ms geixtb 
toiHBy iiAonik only iBoaat isslan to tiioae 

^ I mn% quite wf ilutt, ^msr Jord^% 
though I jnn Met A f ersoa liMit ^en cnly id 
Mm tbroi^ a.]saieKi»GR)|tt; or lite ^ht)se 
IjiiiiiniftiMifl n tlie titay-hiMik/' said ]ilie& 
GidlilMiL actttiiig lienaritf ia A» Im^ piaM^ 
Md dHHTimitli « plHtap, satfafied immsp and 
|^£ ^I iBPm^iro^giitTisaBudb m spkaadad 
booquet, Ann; would do sore eym gwd. 
Ai VijMt^ you liOMkoHra oi^ght ito be 
gfani to Me it. IV^lffim^ Waa Gveeiif 
lV3wt hMffe ym. dbM ivdili Ike uios^^ 
Camity?" 

MiM Qmeft iiad Ernest WkohBeneStj 
dHmkdown<» an Dtibnia]il)ende ii^ axost, 
ami 'BttdBT diadow of dur vwA laae iftiiml 
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imagined herself screened from publicity; 
There was nothing that Charity disliked or 
dreaded so much as being an : object of ob- 
servation to fine people — such very fine 
people as she now found herself in company 
with. She started like a guilty thing ; yet 
she was only, with the utmost timidity of 
being detected in the act, looking at Mrs. 
Sparkleton, from the depths of her veil, pur- 
posely only half withdrawn. . '^ I. left it in 
the carriage, ma'am," was the reply. 

"Then. go and fetch it. Didn't I tell 
you it was for Lady Fitzhauton?" said 
Mrs. Gullibull, angrily; and the poor girl 
had almost reached the door, before Lord 
Deville could interpose, though he did so 
instantly. 

" Oh, no, Miss Green ! — certainly not — 
111 go myself rather— but a servant will 
bring it directly," said his lordship, ringing 
a bell; and though by no means a senti- 
mentalist, he was a little touched with the 
expression that lighted for one brief eva- 
nescent instant in the eyes of Charity Greeny 
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as she ventured to raise them, for that 
period, to her rescuer. Nevertheless, Mrs. 
GuUibuU continued to reprimand her sharply 
for her inattention and carelessness, apolo- 
gising, to the company at intervals, by 
declaring that all she could do or say had 
not the most trifling influence in diminish- 
ing the girl's characteristic vices of dulness 
and neglect of everything that was said to 
her; until Mrs. Sparkleton impatiently in- 
terrupted by inquiring what kind of a 
bucket it was — whether it was any new 
hydraulic invention for watering flowers ? 

"Why, it's flowers themselves! — don't 
you know what a booquet is ?" said Mrs. 
Gullibull, much surprised. 

" Mamma means a bauquet,^^ said her 
daughter, with an extremely vexed glance 
at Mrs. Sparjkieton, who, iiowever, looked 
the picture of innocence, and replied, with a 
sweet smile, " Oh, yes, I understand: now — 
a nosegay. We . are all in the flower way 
this morning — ^but really the flowers are a 
little in. ours, if weare to^stay very long 
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for iimbauquet.^^ The word ma ppenaaaicdd 
with a^ \evj subtest possible imitatkm of 
Mrs. GullibuU's prcmimeiatioi^ but it was 
appreciated, not only hj the poHshed 
YiscQimt, but by the poor relation. The 
one smiled impereeptiUy — ^the other coloured 
visibly. ^^ She is not an ugly gM," thought 
Mrs. Sparkteton, '^ nor half so ¥ulgar as her 
betters : I wcoder what she is?'* 

She had aeen her half a doswn times 
before-^-die had even greatly admired some 
eacquisite lace of her manu&eture,---Mrs. 
GullibuU's shawl to wit^^^ut had never 
troubled herself with this query until now. 
N(»r much even now. The bouquet made 
its appearance, and Mrs. Spaorkkton's atteiir 
turn waft imnwdiately aksorbed iu it. 

^' Whaitan enormous heapof iowers ! — ^what 
a giant nos^^ay! It is as large as a bunch 
of cabbages !" she exdaimed. ^ Why, A&rs. 
GulllbuILl you should wear it as an hwti-' 
cultural triumph, in yoar bonu^, asd go 
with m to parade it at Chiswieh." 

''But Triwt'a doing st Chimiek thai I 
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dtould go toChiswick?'^ said Mrs. CruUibnll, 
eagcrfy. " Is his grace giring a p«rty, and 
may any one go that likes?* 

^^ Any one that has a ticket I But it is 
not to the Dnke's^ but to the Horticultarfll 
Society's Gardens/' explained Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton; " we are all going there, and ought to 
he gone," 

^' I'll go, too, and Charity can go cm to 
her uncle in the city — ^bnt shonkln't I want 
the carriage?" exclaimed Mrs. CcnIlibiilL 
^We were going to the city about some 
bnsdness— but it will do another time — or 
Charily might go with ns, only she is in 
such a pickle. I never can get that girl to 
make herself fit to be seen!" 

^^ But, mamma, Lcard Deville and Mrs. 
Sparkleton are fellows — and I don't think 
they can let in every one," said Iiady Fitz- 
hauton, taking the advice on her own ac* 
count, which she had rejected from her 
husband, concerning the advisability of dis- 
peimng with Mrs. Gullibull's appearance in 
all her parties. 
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^^Is Mrs. Sparkleton a * fellow'?' r€- 
plied the mother, with a dubious look at 
the lady mentioned. 

"Don't search me for a beard, never- 
theless," said Mrs. Sparkleton, who could 
not hinder herself from laughing out- 
right. 

** And so am I — ^but I have unluckily 
disposed of all my tickets, excepting those 
for myself and Lady Fitzhauton," observed 
Lord Deville. 

" I don't know whether I have one left 
or not," said Mrs. Sparkleton, maliciously 
searching her reticule, though she well 
knew she had not. " No, I have not ! 
But, then, people can buy as many as 
they like at the gates, you know. Lord 
Deville." 

" I never bought any, so I can't say," 
replied his lordship, with well-concealed 
vexation. 

" And Lord Deville will have an arm 
vacant, for I shall soon meet with some- 
body or another, I know, that will' not let 
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me wander alone like a Didone abbandon- 
nata," pursued Mrs. Sparkleton. 

"Oh, then, you would be jealous of 
mamma, and that would never do," said 
Lady Fitzhauton, triumphantly. 

" Indeed, I should not ! How is your 
son, Mr. Gullibull, madam? One never 
sees him now, — ^that is, I have not seen him 
since I saw him last at your house?" re- 
turned Mrs. Sparkleton, with wonderful 
dexterity. No one could look more pleased 
than the mother of the gentleman inquired 
about; nor well look sadder, though no one 
noticed it, than his silent cousin. 

" But out of sight is not out of mind 
with him, Mrs. Sparkleton ! He talks of 
nothing but you day and night, and has 
entered your name twice in the ledger 
instead of two Russian ones, as different 
as chalk from cheese," said Mrs. Gullibull, 
very eagerly. " And for the matter of 
company, you and I could walk together. I 
dare say we should not be ashamed of each 
other ; at least, I'm sure I shouldn't of you ! 

VOL. I. N 
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And if I can get in by paying, I dcm't care 
what the ticket is» Tm not so reduced but 
what I can aObrd a UttlQ eojoyment im)w and 
then." 

Mrs. SparkletoA shuddered inwardly ; but 
although she deserved the fate she had 
brought on herself she was detomined not 
to suffer its extremities.. 

^Ohy I believe you might abaost get 
into Paradise with your meney^ Mrs. Gul- 
libull; but althougli I asv a ^fellow/ I 
eannot be your cavalier on this occasion. I 
am to play damsel to a third person." 

^^ And besides, mamma, you could not 
possibly go in that great ugly bonnet," 
remonstrated Lady Fitzhauton* 

^^Whafs the matter with the bonnet, 
Nanny?" returned Mrs. GullibuU, precipi- 
tately. ^^ I am sure it ought to be a good 
one. I paid seven guineas for it not ten days 
ago ! And, by-the-bye,. I am much obliged 
to you, Mrs. Sparkleton, for recommending 
me to that dear Madame Millefleurs." 

^< JDear enough at times ! I knew her in 
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Paris ; a very worthy woman^ with a man 
depending upon her," replied Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton. 

^< A man l" eehoed Miss Scormucheon, 
for the first time* joining in the discus- 
sion. 

^^ A husband, at least* I don't call such 
people. geiKtlemen," returned Mrs. Sparkle^ 
ton. 

"And Fm sure I don't! Ctentlemeny 
indeed ! But we have grown so democratic 
that everybody is aristocratic now-a-days,"^ 
said the high-born maiden. "Well, you 
have quite made her fortune by the intro- 
duction; but you are always so charitable 
to deserving objects, so very charitable, Mrs.. 
Sparkleton ! But talking of charities, what 
shall I puJb you down to my subscription for 
the Spiritual Belief of the Starving Fopu;- 

lation of " 

" Fifty pounds !" interrupted Mrs. Gulli- 
bull, " if it's noticed by any genteel people. 
Who are in it? Where are they starving? 
In Ireland, I suppose ?" 

n2 
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^^ It is always fashionable to subscribe to 
Miss Scurmucheon's charities — with your 
name/' said Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" Let me be down for fifty, then ; or you 
can divide it, and put the other half to Lady 
Fitzhauton's name, and that will do the 
handsome for us both," replied Mrs. Gulli- 
bull- "But why won't my bonnet do, 
Ann?" 

" It is far too wide in front; and, besides, 
Mrs. Sparkleton has sent away her carriage, 
and there is only room in mine for us ; and 
papa will expect you to take him home," 
energetically reasoned Lady Fitzhauton. 

" He could come in the omnibus ; he is 
not above that, even now !" returned Mrs. 
GullibulL 

" But there is Midas, would be quite 
offended ; and you said you had business in 
the city !" 

" So Midas would ! And as to business, 
that puts me in mind, I came to invite you 
all (to be sure, I did not know his lordship 
and Miss Scurmucheon were here); but I 
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shall be ddiglited to see you all to our great 
dinner party next Saturday!" said Mrs, 
Gullibull, with imposing solemnity. " I 
was only going to give some orders about 
the turtle-soup, for it is to be a first- 
rate spread. Tou'U all come, of course, 
when I tell you who is to be there! 
The great Mr. Humson himself, and who 
but he!" 

There was a full moment's pause ; but had 
Mrs. GuUibuU announced that the Apostle 
Paul was to be of the party, we doubt if 
the announcement would have excited so 
lively an interest and awe. Still the invita- 
tion was so curiously worded and abrupt, 
4liat Mrs. Sparkleton, who hoped somebody 
-else would begin the acceptings, was obliged 
4;o open the process. 

" I shall be quite delighted — extremely 
— ^to see a man that really occurs to one 
like an incarnation of money-making !" she 
jsaid. " But independently of that, the 
pleasure of seeing my kind friend, the Alder- 
man (I want to consult him, too, on a little 
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plan of my own), and Mr. GuffiboH — ^Ishali 
really be quite ^dightedf' 

*' I am afraid I hft^e but dight datms on 
H/trB. €kinibuira hospitality; bot I am so 
bappy wben — I am reaUy qutte flattened by 
Hm kindness,^ aaid the peer. 

** Do we dine at Putney? Of course, I 
sappose— /yj^ p(nmds^^^ said Miss Scor- 
mucheon, taking out her tablets, which, like 
Hamlet, she always corrkd to pot down 
noiaoeable facts. ^' And now I have my 
memoranda ont, do let me put yoa down 
something, Mrs. Sparkleton — the merest 
trifle in the world?" 

** Put me down, lien — ^all Hie real charity 
in the wc»id! for positively FU not sub- 
scribe except in the way I mentioned," re- 
plied the equally imperturbable Mrs. Sparkle^ 
ton. " And now, are we going or not to 
the Floip«r Show?' 

^* Of coarse we dine at Pootney ! Do yon 
think I woold invite ladies and gentlemen 
to dinner in the city, Miss Settrmucheon?* 
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saH Mrs. GuUTboIl, vfi& ^some violemee. 
" Pwtney Villa ! everybody faiows it witlim 
fi?e miles -aroimd. Eight o'clock's tbe hour ! 
How sorry I am, I am not at home to-day, 
foA yoa eoald all ha^e lundred with me as 
you went." 

^'I am nc^ at all faimgry,^' isaid Mrs. 
Sparkleton, rising Tk last in her impatience. 
" And tihiough I should haTS l)een dd^ted 
to see hotSi the Mr. Chillftulls — ^time and 
&e tide. Lady Htzhanton, are no more 
civil to women than to men." 

**Let us be gone, then,^* said Lord DcviDe, 
also riiung. 

" I have T)een wanting to go this hour,"^ 
said Lady Fitzhauton. ^^ I am quite 
tired of wailing. Tell papa, I wonder he 
never comes to see me now. Oh, and I am 
much obliged to you, lEss Green" (Lady 
Fitzhauton never called her cousin by her 
fEtmiliar, but puritank^al, and too sugges- 
tive nan»e) " for the pretty chairbacks you 
have worked me; only they sare such a 
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shockingly glaring pattern, Miss Scur* 
mucheon says I cannot possibly use them." 

" I thought — I thought — you liked gay 
patterns ? — it was a design by some great 
master, they told me — at the shop," said. 
Charity, greatly confused. 

" I thought they would not do exactly 
for a lady in my niece's position," said Miss 
Scurmucheon, obligingly. ^^ But I am sure, 
Miss Grin — I beg your pardon. Miss Grigg, 
— I greatly admired them, for I begged 
them for one of my own little rooms, where 
they are not so conspicuous, for it is a very 
dark place indeed ; one can't go anywhere 
respectable where there's the least gleam of 
sunshine !" 

" Well, but I'll go ta the Flower Show, 
after all I" exclaimed Mrs. Gullibull, rising 
also, and in an excited, eureka tone. ^^ I'll 
cut to the city at once, and get Gullibull to 
come back with me, as hard as we can tear 
to it. All work and no play, makes Jack 
a dull boy ! A little recreation will do him 
good; and, I am sure, Midas will be as 
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pleased as Punch at the chance of seeing 
youy Mrs. Sparkleton! La! don't colour 
so, ma'am; I am sure I meant no harm! 
Come, Charity, let's be off; I am sure we 
haven't a moment to lose !" 
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. CHAPTER X. 

The newspapers all pronounced there never 
was a more charming day, never a more 
brilliant Flower Show, than on the occasion 
which we find to record their unanimity. 
Certainly, on such historical points they 
ought to be believed, and, in fact, on such 
but very rarely state anything diametrically 
opposite to the truth. 

There was a gorgeous blue sky, very bright 
and hot, overhead — compared by every- 
body that had never seen one, to an Italian 
noonday. The blue was too blue — too deep 
and watery in its hues, for those that had, 
to think of such a comparison. The gar- 
dens bloomed like Eden ; parterres flaming 
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with beautiful flowers, grass-walks carpeted 
with tlieir smoothest verdure, orchard-trees 
in full bearing, the conservatory shining 
like transparent silrer^ it was a scene 
which, if exhibited in any foreign country, 
would have been pronounced wonderfiilly 
gay and splendid. Everything was in gala 
costume — flowers, plants, and humanity. 
The tropical specimenB themselves, allowed 
in many instances by their tender nurses to 
take the air in the open sunshine, looked 
quite at home, and seemed to enjoy them- 
selves. The best company in London was 
present, meaning, of course, some dozen 
sets of people who considered themselves 
such, and a whole world of nobodies. Two 
actual dukes were verily present, — the one, 
alleged to be made of iron, stooping like a 
column of that temple of Mars, which some 
good pec^le imagine to be altogether tum- 
bling to ruin and rubbish, — the other, the 
patron of the ^te. 

The fistshion, the beftuty, the wealth, the 
everything of the great metropolis, were, in 
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fact, assembled in a little space. Mvltum 
in parvOj indeed! which quotation, and 
others equally new and recondite, which we 
shall occasionally introduce, will, we hope, 
satisfy the reader of the extent of our clas- 
sical attainments. Flora herself might have 
condescended to be present; and, but for 
the imputations against her character, more 
than insinuated in mythologies for the use 
of schools, we should have declared she was 
actually so. But in such good and per* 
fectly correct society, as that into which we 
have brought our reader, we dare not 
hazard so bold a poetical liberty.. 

Human and botanical beauties seemed 
alike contending, in all their bravery, for 
the prize of loveliness. Smiles of the soul 
or of the sun lighted up their charms in 
rivalry; the sweetest scents of the toilette 
of nature mingled with the most refined 
essences of art ; there was movement, 
and seemingly enjoyment, everywhere ; the 
twitter of birds, the chat and hum of lively 
voices, the music of two or three brilliant 
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T)ands. But Lord Fitzhauton had found 
time to be tired of everything before the 
party from his house arrived. Tired of 
exchanging how-d'ye-do's with acquaint- 
ances ; tired of vaunting the capabilities of 
his new horse; tired of the flowers; tired 
of the music; tired of voting the whole 
thing a bore; tired of himself — when the 
longed-for group entered the gardens. In 
a moment, he had transferred Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton's arm to his own with a joy, a gaiety, a 
reanimation of features, of existence appa- 
rently, which did not at all diminish Lady 
Fitzhauton's intention and resolve to be 
perfectly satisfied with the company as- 
signed to her in the person of Viscount 
Deville. 

She had really no reason to be otherwise, 
so far as society was concerned, for Lord 
Deville was the most amusing gossip in the 
world, when he pleased. Thoroughly ac- 
quainted with the world, a man of wit and 
observation, he could not fail to fascinate 
the attention of the young parvenu countess 
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with his gaiety and sarcastic humour and 
anecdote. He knew everybody, apparently, 
that was worth knowing-in any maimer 
noticeable — ^without confining himself to 
the vulgar distinctions of rank and wealth, 
as the wise have been pleased to pronounce 
them, from their tubs. Lady Fitzhau- 
ton's wounded pride and feelings were 
flattered by the attentions and homage of a 
man who was evidently an. object of such, 
from almost everybody else. She felt 
comforted and strengthened by so powerful 
a protection ; above all^ she was animated 
by a secret se^itiment of jealous rivalry, 
hidden so deeply in the very core of her 
heart, that she herself scarcely suspected 
its presence there. She would let her 
husband see^ she thought^ that it was not 
impossible to imitate some of the graces of 
Mrs. Sparkleton's manner; she would let 
that lady herself see that it was not impos- 
sible to contest her empire where she be- 
lieved it most secure. In short. Lady Fitz- 
hauton was jealous, and did not know it ; 
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«Bd ^ was ifeot particalarlj sagacious in 
eoBoealii^ her sentimentSy so Levd Derille 
dU, and acted on ibe Inowle^e. 

Somehow or another, he managed to 
engage the attention of his fair companion 
80 exdnsrf ely^ that at last she forgot to 
look back, every now and then, to see if 
Mrs. Sparideton and her husband were at 
hand; forgot to miss tiie incessant mnrmnr 
of their Toices and light vivaeioits lau^ter. 
The truth is — and be oertain, reader, that 
when we saj so, we mean to tell it — ^Mrs. 
Speikleton (who was a great fiower-&ncier) 
lingered occasionally to look at some rare 
specimen of some rare tribe, to point out 
some wonderM double ealjx or petal to 
Lord Fttzhauton, and laaghinglj rate 
him Ibr the little interest he took in the 
sabject; until, at last, (by the merest 
chance in the world) the parties lost sight 
of each other. It was of no consequence, 
however ; Lord Fitzhamton said they should 
be sure to meet again before the tiding was 
half over* 
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Lord Deville seemed scarcely so well con- 
sent, when at last he noticed the circum* 
stance. ^^.Dear me I Mrs. Sparkleton and 
Fitzhauton have vanished, I declare! 
Where can they be?" he said, with a very 
well acted expression of surprise and dis- 
-satisfaction. 

" Oh, what matter? They are not like 
the Babes in the Wood — ^they will be sure 
to find their way home again," said Lady 
Fitzhauton, pettishly. "I wonder you 
trouble so much about them. I am sure I 
don't think they would care the least in the 
world if I and you were to lose ourselves 
for good !" 

" That would be delightful," replied the 
Viscount, resuming their promenade with a 
lively step, " if we were only lost together! 
In some deep wood, now, like Chiswick 
Orove, yonder — ^in the Duke of Devonshire's 
grounds, I mean — in fact, I should like his 
villa too ; it would be a perfect little Para- 
dise then, indeed, in such company !" 

"How you do flatter!" replied Lady 
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Fitzhauton. " But it will not do with 
me ; everybody knows that you are engaged 
to Mrs. Sparkleton, and that you love her 
to distraction. Only people wonder why 
you don't get married ! — ^I am sure I do. If 
I was very fond of a person, and could get 
them to have me, I am certain — I think — 
I should marry them directly." 

" By special licence ?" said his lordship, 
playfully. 

" Of course. It is so very vulgar now 
to be married by bans," replied the uncon- 
scious countess. 

"Yet I think I should be married by 
bans." 

" Why ? — I thought you studied fashion 
above all things?" 

" No, fashion studies me!" replied 
Deville, with a smile. "I really do not 
boast — the tailors insist on putting my 
name to half their new cuts, merely because 
I take care, in general, that my clothes fit. 
They have not half so good a reason for so 
doing as I could discern in calling yonder 

VOL. I. 
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Hybride oelestiale — ihe prize rose tha^e — 
FitzhauUm ceUstitde ! Sat why I should 
prefer to be married by bans is this, tiiat I 
could not be married suddoly — ^that I 
should have time to reflect — and so, pro- 
bably, forbid them myself-^-at worst, at the 
third time of asking." 

" Ton do not mean to say — why, is not 
Mrs. Sparkleton considered a most desirable 
match ? Is she not very handsome ? Would, 
not anybody in his senses jump at her?" 

" As they do at cherries — ^perhaps only 
to get their teeth jerked out?" said De- 
ville, but halting, and looking over the gay 
and changeable groups around. " She is, 
indeed, a most brilliant woman— -one liked 
and admired by everybody! I wonder 
what has got them? — But such a terrible 
coquette, that a man should be head-over-ears 
in love with her, indtod, before he ventured 
on committing matrimony with her. Can 
you see Fitzhauton anywhere?" 

^^ I shall not take the trouble to look for 
him; if he wanted to keep our company he 
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need not have lost us* His eyes axe not at 
the back of his head! I believe he has 
done it on purpose/' said. Lady Fitzhauton, 
very disdainfully^ 

^' You make me quite jealous, I declare ! 
But I have every reason to forgive him," 
said his lordship — with a pause and a sigh. 

"Jealous! — jealous of Mrs. Sparkleton 
with Lord Fitzhauton?" replied the young 
wife, with a mingled anger and scorn that 
confessed apprehensions they seemed to 
deny. 

" At least, I should have been, in former 
times, — if I had loved Mrs. Sparkleton," 
replied the Viscount. " I mean, of course, 
before Fitzhauton's marriage — ^his harvest 
of love — when he was sowing his wild 
oats." 

" But Mrs. Sparkletpn was married then, 
herself!" said the lady, with quickening 
complexion. 

" Ah, so she was — I am merely talking 
nonsense to amuse you — and at Paris 
people's manners are so different! They 

02 
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think no harm whatever of a thing there 
that would make one's hair stand on end in 
England. I believe there are moral as 
well as physical influences, in climate, and 
though Paris now-a-dajs is almost as near 
again as it used to be, I own that I have 
seen things done there, without the least 
emotion, that would quite shock me in 
London." 

^* I have been in Paris — ^but I did not 
notice anything of the kind?" said Lady 
Fitzhauton, dubiously, 

"I speak of the interior workings of 
society. When you were there, I suppose, 
you principally devoted yourself to sight- 
seeing — and there is really a great deal in 
Paris to attract an enlightened curiosity." 

" I believe we saw everything in Paris, 
excepting a revolution — they had one just 
before we were there, and another just 
after we left — I mean, they had a fight 
and all that sort of thing in the streets,'' 
said Lady Fitzhauton, with the utmost 
integrity of simplicity. " I really think I 
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should almost have enjoyed it — because 
nobody would have been killed that one 
cared about, and it would have been so 
curious to see a real battle from the win- 
dows of an hotel. We lodged at the Bed- 
ford — where did you?" 

" I had a house for some time — in fact, 
for several years, in Paris," replied his 
lordship, sedately. 

" How queer! — Did you ever meet your 
wife there ? Oh, no, not your wife ! — I beg 
pardon, I mean, Mrs. Captain Fauxpas ?" 

Yes, Lord Deville — ^Lord Deville himself 
— coloured! The amazing malaproposity 
(excuse the bad coinage for its good metal) 
of the question struck him dumb. In any- 
body else's case he would have been diverted 
beyond measure. It was full a minute 
before he gained breath to answer, 

" There was a Mrs. Fauxpas whom I 
occasionally met with in Paris, in society, 
if you allude to her?" 

Lady Fitzhauton herself was suddenly 
conscious of the extreme impropriety of 
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her query, which she had overlooked in the 
first impulse of curiosity. She blushed 
scarlet, and made matters worse by attempt- 
ing an apology in wWch she broke down. 
" I don't, of course, mean anybody in par- 
ticular of that name — only I have heard — 
I don't believe a word of it — but if you 
met her in society it must have been quite 
a different person, because you know they 
never admit any woman of that sort any- 
where — at least Mrs. Sparkleton says they 
cannot go to court if it is known what they 
are — ^if they are found out !" 

" Of course : that is what renders one's 
character so precious," said Lord Deville, 
rather coldly. " But we have strayed from 
the subject ; it was by mere accident I met 
Mrs. Fauxpas in society. I believe Mrs. 
Sparkleton was at the same party. People 
are not so particular, in Paris ; they make 
no inquiries — though as to any scanddi 
that might attach to Mrs. Fauxpas' name, 
it is well known, to everybody but the 
most prejudiced, there was no foundatioa 
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wliatever for imputing any blame whatever 
to either of the parties." 

In this manner Lord Deville got rid of 
the assurances of his memorj, that there 
was a good deal more in the legend than 
even the undoubted facts, that he had 
fought a duel and paid damages on account 
of a lady whom he had afterwards met *' in 
society," as a perfect stranger. But the 
abrupt revival of the recollections asso- 
ciated did him some good. They inculcated 
more caution and reserve in his present 
proceedings; they had that moral effect. 
Besides, he had skilfully restored Mrs. 
Sparkleton's personage to the scene, in 
company with disquieting ideas. 

^* And waa Lord Fitshauton there ? . Did 
iheykuow out another in Paris? But of 
course they did : I Imow that veiy welL" 

" I was not aware," r^pUed the Viscount, 
carelessly .^ 

^^ They often talk about Farts ; but the 
Colonel was alive then? What sort of a 
man was Colcmel SparUeton?" 



200 THE GOLD-WORBHIPFEBS : 

" Let me try and remember. He was of 
good stature, rather stout, with a port- wine 
complexion, a chestnut wig, and — ^I think 
that is all — except that he tied bis cravat 
on principle." 

" How do you mean? tie a cravat on 
principle !" 

^' It was all the principle I think he had, 
at all events ; but I only mean he was rather 
particular in his dress." 

" And was she very fond of him? Was 
Mrs. Sparkleton very fond of her husband? 
Come now, you need not be jealous of the 
poor man, since he is dead?" anxiously in- 
quired the countess. 

" Neither dead nor alive, I assure you very 
truly. Lady Fitzhauton. But he was jealous 
enough for all his successors on his own 
account ; and if I should be jealous of any 
one it should be — ^but what nonsense we are 
talking ! It is only because Mrs. Sparkle* 
Um and I like to talk together — (it cannot 
be denied she is a delighliul woman in con*^ 
versation) — else there is really no reason on 
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earth, that I am aware of, why people 
. should have taken upon them to unite us in 
the bonds of holy matrimony." 

" Is that now quite true? Don't deceive 
me ; I really want to know," said Lady Fitz- 
hauton, w^th a degree of triumph in the 
discovery of what she supposed to be the 
false hopes and speculations of the brilliant 
widow, which, however, sustained a sudden 
check. " Why, then, I certainly ought to 
look after him ! I thought you were quite 
engaged. Where can they be ?" 

^^ I dare say they have gone to look at 
Mrs. Sparkleton's Fleur de Marie! She 
has a ridiculous fancy that a carnation of 
hers has been ill-used for not getting the 
prize, when there are at least a dozen more 
deserving specimens. But don't mention to 
any one my opinion that we are not engaged, 
for it is a great honour to me to have it 
thought we are; and perhaps, in the end, 
the prophecy may fulfil itself." 

Singular as it may seem. Lady Fitz<* 
hauton was actually jealous of Lord Deville^ 
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for an instant! Perhaps longer. At all 
eyents, a yague impression remained on her 
mind, that it would not altogether do to 
treat him with too much coolness, if she 
desired to secitre for Mrs. Sparkleton a mor- 
tification she thought she richly deserved 
for flirting with other people's husbands. 

^^ Bealty, it is quite strange what can 
have become of them !" she said. " Lard 
Fitzhauton might have taken some little 
notice of the way we were going." 

'^ Why, you must get accustomed to that 
sort of thing, my dear Lady Fit;2bauton, 
or you wiU be very miserable,'^ replied his 
lordship, with a tender and sympathizing 
look. He had too much penetration not to 
discern, almost as clearly as Lady Fitz- 
hauton herself, what was pa^ising in her 
ratiocinative faculties. 

"To what sort of thing?" 

" To be negkcted." 

" By Charles? Never !" said the heiress^ 
in a most determined manner. 

« Then you wiU be a rare wife ! By 
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Charles, you mean, of course, Lord Fitz- 
hauton?' replied DeYiUe, with an affectation 
of some curiosity, though he knew precisely 
that she could mean no one else. Somehow 
or another the familiarity of the designation 
did not please him. 

^^ Don't you know that his name is 
Charles?" she returned, with some sharp- 
ness. *' Oh, but I remember, .he told me it 
was vulgar to call him by his name. Even 
if I have children, mamma says, I must 
only call them by their titles. But I believe 
I shall never be fashionable unless I have 
somebody to watch over me, night and day." 

" Give m^ the office! I mean, you shall 
be my pupil, and I will teach you all I 
know in such matters," exclaimed Deville. 

" What must I do, then, to be fashion- 
able?" replied the lady, with a not altogether 
unconscious coquetry in her tones. 

" In the first place, have you a heart?" 
said his lordship, in a tender low voice. 

" A heart? Why, how could I live with- 
out a heart?' 
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" Oh, exceedingly well; in fact, you can- 
not live with one," said Deville, who per- 
haps felt he was getting on slippery ground, 
and judged it necessary to retreat into per- 
siflage* " Get rid of all that, to begin 
with. Keep all hours and none ; buy every- 
thing you don't want, and pay for nothing 
you do ; smile on all mankind but your hus- 
band ; be happy everywhere but at home ; 
hate the country ; adore Paris ; read novels ; 
nurse lapdogs ; see your children once a-day ; 
go to church on Sundays; and die when 
your physician gives you over." 

" But how can I smile on people when I 
don't care a pin for them ?" said Lady Fitz- 
hauton, smiling very sweetly at the noble 
satirist. 

" Practise in a glass till you are able," 
replied he ; and certainly at that moment 
his face mirrored Lady Fitzhauton's, " with 
a diflFerence." In fact, a difference that 
made her involuntarily feel that it was ne- 
cessary to retract. But she did not accom- 
plish this manceuvre with the suavity of a 
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thorough-bred coquptry. She did it rather 
rudely, still without offending Lord Deville, 
whose jaded sense rejoiced in the novelty; 

" But I care nothing for any man but 
Fitzhauton. Oh, yes, and papa!" 

*' For heaven's sake, let him never hear 
you say so — I mean, Fitzhauton — or he 
will hate you,? replied Deville. " That is 
not the sort of treatment he requires. 
Jealousy is the only piquant sauce for a cold 
love, if it is served by neat-handed discre- 
tion." 

" For a cold love? Is he so very cold, do 
you think — ^that is, to me?" inquired the 
wife, with sparkling eyes. 

"Why, you must not pall him with 
sweets, as grand-dames teach children to 
leave the sugar alone. Besides, it would 
amuse you — a little flirtation or so. Women 
have so much solitude, even when they move 
in the best society ; and I should think they 
must get tired occasionally even of novels 
and worsted work! Not too much of it, 
of course; nothing incorrect, of course.''. 
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" Well, I do believe they flirt a great deal 
in good society, or else Mrs. Sparkleton tells 
terrible fibs/' said Lady Fitzbanton, rather 
dubiously. ^^ But how am I to make him 
jealous ? I am sure I think he ought to be 
jealous now, letting me wander about alone 
with such a lady-killer as everybody says 
you are, Lord Deville." 

^^ But I am such an established character, 
you know," {re-estahlishedy he might have 
said, with some propriety). "It is im- 
possible for any one to be jealous of me; 
least of all, my dear friend — ^really one of 
the dearest I possess — Fitzhauton. But 
don't you think, at present, I have a right 
to be jealous of him, too— perhaps ? I hope 
Mrs. Sparkleton is jealous of me — at all 
events I intend she should be i'' 

" Oh, then, you make me your cat's-paw ?" 
said Lady Fitzhauton, very pettishly. 

" You may make me yours," replied his 
lordship, with ardour; "though, jesting 
apart, I scarcely like to be stared at by the 
big, green, glaring eyes of jealousy » It is 
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like standing at a druggist's window, in the 
flame of one of their h<»Tid coloured bottles. 
But he ought in mere politeness to be jealous ; 
for any other man, with such an opportu- 
nity, would be sure to begin talking love 
to you." 

""^ Talking love — to me?" replied Lady 
Fitzhauton, blushing, but not altogether 
with displeasure. 

" Yes ; how were it possible to refrain 
contemplating such blooming loveliness ?" 

"What! do people make love to their 
friends' wives in good society ?" 

" Men go mad in any for channs so per- 
fect as yours !" 

"Do they?' 

" And rave ! and then they tell you that 
they adore you — ^worship you — ^kiss the very 
air you breathe ! have loved you from the 
first moment they beheld you — ^at your de- 
tested marriage it was ! and would at this 
instant cheerfully die to win but one tear of 
yours !" 

" Lord Deville ! — ^but what nonsense you 
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do talk !" said Lady Fitzhauton, very macbi 
confused, and distressingly ignorant whether 
she ought to fly into a yirtuous passion 
or treat the whole affair as a specimen of 
fashionable chit-chat. Lord Deville put her 
immediately out of doubt. 

" Tou forget, I am your tutor. I am 
merely instructing you beforehand how 
to behave in a very possible contingency, 
considering how delightfully pleasing you 
are!" 

" Oh, yes. Well) what ought I to have 
answered?" 

" You ought to be very indignant at first ; 
but not to get into a passion, or do any- 
thing silly. And then you ought to listen 
to reason. Why, if you took every little 
thing of that sort in a parvenu manner — 
that is, if you believed all the nonsensical 
stuff handsome women must hear in their 
time — Fitzhauton would be fighting a duel 
every other day, if he managed to sur- 
vive." 
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" You fought a diiel once, did you not?' 
said Lady Fitzhauton. 

" I Have almost forgotten — I believe I 
have fought one or two ; but it is not a 
recreation in which I take any delight." 

" Is it very horrible?" 

" It is not very pleasant to be shot 
or run through with a sharp instrument," 
replied his lordship, philosophically. 

" Then I am sure I do not want poor 
Charles to be killed ; and people may be in 
love with me as much as they please — I 
shall never annoy him about it," said Lady 
Fitzhauton, with an energy that greatly 
pleased the Viscount. 

" You are quite right — perfectly right ; 
besides, people are always sure to blame 
more than the culpable party in such cases. 
They will say the lady must have encouraged 
— ^the . husband must have neglected his 
wife; and re-al-ly" — Lord Deville always 
pronounced this word very emphatically, 
in three syllables — "and re-al-ly people 

VOL. I. p 
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are almoet ' always right when they think 



so/^ 



'^ I am sure / wonld rather die than En- 
courage anything of the kind I" replied the 
Countess^ fiercely. 

^^ One never uses such strong expressions 
in certain circles. But of course you would. 
You are no Mrs. Sparkleton, Lady Fitz* 
hautoni Pardon me— pardon perhaps a 
sentiment of which I ought to; be ashamed^ 
which has no foundation perhaps but fancy »^ 
But you are as good as you are beautiful ; 
and the man that could wrong you must be 
as unworthy of the name — as the man that 
could see you and not love you !" 

And finding that, in the eagerness of 
conversation, they had strolled into a quiet^ 
solitary walk, in the fervour of eulogistic 
eloquence the Viscount raised the Utile 
plump hand that reposed in its primrose 
glove on his arm, and pressed it to his lips» 
It was but an instant-^-too short a time for 
any one to take reasonable o&noe, espe* 
cially after such a compliment, and such a 
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primary instruction. Lady Fitzhauton 
was vexed, flattered, pleased, amazed, 
doubtful, certain — all in a breath. A 
dangerous groundwork was established for 
the operations of the engineer, and there 
was, apparently, no. fault to be found — no 
earth disturbed. Whatever she might have 
said or done in continuation, would, pro- 
bably, only have involved her in greiiter 
perplexity, when, fortunately, an evasion 
appeared in the shape of a group of per- 
sons who suddenly entered the walk. 

s 

^* There is mamma and all her party, and 
I am quite glad, for I declare we have talked 
one another hoarse/' 



p2 
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CHAPTfiK XI. 

And, verily, Mrs. Gullibull and all her 
party came sailing full into sight — a per- 
sonage not to be mistaken, any more than 
a first-rate man-of-war with all her canvass 
and colours spread, majestically heaving 
along the bosom of the deep ! Mrs. Gulli- 
bull did move with very much of the up- 
and-down progress of the comparison, 
though not, perhaps, with all its grandeur 
and vastness, while the rich flutter of the 
robes and ribands in which she was be- 
dizened fully realized the ornamental por- 
tion of the simile. She had discreetly 
taken advantage of the heat of the day to 
purchase a new light Indian scarf of scarlet 
and gold ^auze, which fluttered in every 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVJE IN. 213 

direction taround her. She had also an 
idea, energeticaUy urged upon her by a 
modiste who wanted to get rid of certain 
superfluities in her stock, that feathers 
added to her height, «,nd flashy colours 
detracted from the unfashionable ruddiness 
of her complexion. Accordingly, Mrs. 
GullibuU's bonnet was a wonder of rich 
hues and waving plumage. 

It was not every one that would have 
liked to escort Mrs. Gullibull, in such array, 
through Chiswick Gardens, on a gala day. 
But the squire who enjoyed that honour 
was one well qualified, alike by nature and 
his own peculiar! philosophy, to be perfectly 
insensible to any disadvantages attending 
it. Undoubtedly he possessed the first 
right to it, for he was Mrs. GuUibuirs hus- 
bandT— Alderman Gullibull. 

Alderman Gullibull ! permit toe to intro^ 
duce him to you, reader. You observe that he 
is a man of middle height^ verging on sixty, 
stoutly built, especially in the legs and 
shoulders, with no excess of aldermanic 



214 THE 60ID-W0RffiIFF£llS: 

protuberance, but mth sufficient to Tindi-^ 
cats his claims to divic honours. Ton will 
notice, with a shrug, that he wears gaiters ; 
that his brown nether garmaits' hang about 
him loosely, as if he loved ease a great deal 
better than elegance ; that he wears a 
plaited frill shirt ; that his waistcoat is of 
the. colours of a wasp's belly; and that his 
coat is altogether out of date, for it is 
broad-tailed, narrow-collared, blue, and 
ornamented with large, bright, gilt buttons. 
Nevertheless, you will discern that every 
thing he has on is good and substantial, of 
the best materials; in short, you will per-^ 
ceive that he is of the old school ^f City 
merchants, and obstinately pa*sists in con- 
tinuing so ; not for wiant of sense ; you may 
see that, clearly, in his smiling, gopd- 
humoured visage, with its high, round, bald 
forehead, which expresses a good solid intel- 
lect, also of the old pattern. But there is 
a considerable mixture of obstinacy and 
opinionativenlesi^ in his countenance that 
prevents you from foreseeing an easy prey in 
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him, (if you are a sharps, dear reader!) 
unless you can only manage to turn Jbis 
pl)stinacy into the way you wish him to go. 
Still, there is a sort of simplicity of good 
faith in his visage*— a speculative credulity 
: — ^which may encourage your hopes. 

Alderman Giillihull was — as h^ himself 
delighted to tell, to the infinite vexation 
and confusion of his genteeler wife .and 
family — a Prometheus of a peculiar kind, 
inasmuch as he had made himself! His 
father^ in fact, was worse than a nobody—* 
for he was a poor tallow-chandler. The son 
once related the fact, that he began business 
with no other capital than the savings of 
his apprenticeship,— from the Lord-Mayoral 
throne, at a gr^nd City feast ! To be sure, 
it was rather late in the evening, when a 
person might be pardoned for boasting a 
little. All that Mrs. Gullibull could not 
endure was, that he should bOast of what 
slu^cox^der^agre^tt'dUgraee. 

They differed o^ few other points besides 
this, or rather, it was o&ly; an extension of 
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the same principle wherever else they did 
not harmonise. Old GullibuU considered 
trade and money-making the greatest, 
grandest, most laudable, and honourable of 
pursuits. He had a mixture of dislike and 
contempt for almost every other species of 
eminence, especially for birth and rank, 
until he wedded his daughter to an aristo- 
crat. But he was as fond as his wife of 
the consequence and display which the pos- 
session of wealth allows, and found no fault 
with her extravagance and profusion, since 
it gratified the desire natural to great riches, 
as well as to every other superiority, to 
find themselves acknowledged and done 
homage to. He had in a manner bought 
his daughter a peer of the realm for her 
husband, as he would have bought her any 
other glittering toy which might have 
pleased her fancy and illustrated his own 
capabilities in the way of cash. 

Indeed, until he got into it thus, Gulli- 
buU railed very bitterly at, and really 
thought very ill o^ the aristocracy. He 
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considered them as a species of lazy moths, 
devouring everything they came near, and 
doing nothing for their feed. 'He cut 
rather a great figure in the time of the 
Reform Bill, in stirring up the good citizens 
to strenuous exertions. It was even said, 
that he had declared on 'Change, that if the 
Duke of Wellington would not allow the 
Bill to pass, he himself would command the 
Birmingham, and other popular armies, that 
were expected to march to London on the 
occasion. But he was one of the foremost 
to rescue the great duke from a juvenile 
mob, that, forgetful of their father's daySy 
were pelting his carriage with mud. And 
he had still a vague impression, that he 
had done a very foolish thing in suffering 
his daughter to wed a man whose chief 
motive was probably her money. But he 
was proud of the high rank of his son-in- 
law, and parted with a very considerable 
portion of his democracy at the altar where 
he saw her united to a. descendant of a 
Norman conqueror. 
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Beside, his attentioii was absorbed^ ia 
general, in matters of much greater moment* 
He had a vast and precarious kind of busi- 
ness to conduct, which partook not a little 
of the nature of a game at chance, and 
communicated to it much of the interest 
attaching to such doubtful dies^ He con- 
sidered that his wife was able to . look after 
his children, and fittest to manage eyery.- 
thing but the money part of their happi- 
ness. He himself was happiest in his 
counting-house, at hard work; there he 
enjoyed and exerted all his faculties ; there 
he was a god ; his word, his very glance, 
law to twenty silent clerks. His continual 
success had given him an unlimited confi- 
dence in his own judgment, and an equally 
unbounded sway over the opinions of others 
in the like matters. Of latter years, 
indeed, some few might vaguely imagine 
that prosperity had rendered him somewhat 
too eager and speculative. This was espe- 
cially the opinion of his son, but the 
Alderman had no great defermce for that. 
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Fathers rarely get oTer the first profound 
impression whidi their children make upon 
Ijiem, vie., that they are children. But 
1^ natures c^vthe m^ were opposed; and 
Midas — thrifty and timorous — a hoarder, 
iEdmost a misOT from his cradle, was per- 
haps, in secret, almost despised by his 
liberal and sanguine sire. 

This contrast was yisible to the observer, 
in the very manner and gait of the father 
and son, as they ewie along in company. 
Old Gullibull looked and felt supremely 
indifferent to the opinion of the aristocratic 
multitude traversing the scene. He looked 
proud of himself and all about him, includ- 
ing his too*gorgeous spouse, whom every- 
body that passed stared at with scarcely 
disguised wonder and curiosity. Midas 
Gullibull walked stiffly, arm-in-iarm with 
the modest and very modestly-arrayed 
Charity Green, with averted countenance 
and manner, as if he was ashamed of her, 
but knew not how ^ rid himseif of her 
company. Old GulHbuII flouri^ed his 



220 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS: 

iP7alking-stick as he went — examined thjB 
flowers with its aid, in defiance of regula- 
tion — while his son seemed as if he were an 
implement of the sort himself, contrived by 
some Frankenstein pf a mechanic. 

Mida^ inherited little of his father'^ 
characteristics beside his fresh complexion ; 
but he was tall and fleshy, and his figure 
was set off to the best advantage by a tight 
garb of the most fashionable cut. He 
looked, indeed, as if he had just stepped 
out of a plate of the fashions in a tailor's 
window, or out of a band-box, so scrupu* 
lously modish and trim was his array. The 
cares which his father's cheerful disposition 
mostly enabled him to leave in his countt 
ing house, haunted Midas everywhere, 
The mercantile passion of the former was 
the desire tq win^-with the latter, th^ 
dread to lose; and these characteristics 
appeared very distinctly in their visages, 
A carking forehead, and puckered, un-t 
happy lips, made the son look older in 
expression than the father. 
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Rather dragged along, than supported by 
this worthy's arm, Came Charity Green, 
There was something grieving, and, per- 
haps, as far as - her humble and submissive 
nature permitted, indignant, in the latter's 
cast-down and thoughtful looks. The 
beauty of the flowers, the universal gaiety 
of the scene, evidently stirred no corres- 
ponding fancies in her miad. Perhaps she 
scarcely noticed them, absorbed in more 
engrossing ideas. Whatever their nature, 
she was permitted to ' indulge them at her 
leisure. Her companion very rarely ad- 
dressed any observations to her ; and when 
he did, they were of a querulous or snappish 
nature, not calculated to call forth any sus- 
tained or genial chat. 

" I told you, you were not dressed fit to 
come ! I told my mother so ; but you 
never take my advice ! What a figure you 
look among all these smart people !" Midas 
exclaimed, at last, in irrepressible vexation. 

Charity thought, in her heart, that it was 
his own fault she was not dressed better, 
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but she replied, without any symptom of 
resentful feeling, ^^ I told jour mother so, 
too, bnt she would have me come. It is 
one comfort, though, that nobody notices 
me-" 

"What folly you talk!— they do; they 
must notice yon going about with us^ and 
people must wonder to see a relation of ours 
so shabbily dressed !" 

" I do not like to take money whidi I 
bave no means of repaying," said Charity^ 
a tear secretly starting within her eye- 
lashes. 

"And that is what you call ycwur pride^ 
I suppose, and your wonderful being above 
an obligation !— I wonder you don't disdain 
almost to eat and drink at our expense,*' ^id 
Midas. " I know my mother wouM give 
you lots of things, if you would only wear 
them." 

" I priefer the things you sometimes have 
made me a present of, Midas ! — ^I do not 
like to be so fine that people look at me ! I 
never could bear to be looked at," replied 
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Charity, with a gentleness that a little 
softened Hidas himself. 

" Pho ! I never give you anything but 
things to wear in the house. I donl't see 
why I should be at the whole expense, when 
my father and mother have nothing else to 
do with their money, unless it be to heap it 
on Ann, and that greedy fellow she has 
married,^' said Midas. ^^ I believe my 
father will give away the whole capital of 
the firm at last, to please her and my 
mother^s stupidity. How frightfully extra- 
vagant mother has grown ! No wonder she 
never has a halfpenny to spend on you !" 

^^ I am content, only I am sorry you think 
I look so shabby," replied Charity. 

*^ It isn't on my own account — ^I have no« 
thing to do with regulating your dress — ^you 
are free for me to wear any old rags you 
think proper ! " said Midas, vexed witih the 
very offencelessness of his victim. ^* But 
you always take up that whining tone to 
persuade people that you are dreadfully in- 
jured, and that everybody is maltreating 
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you. I am sure, if that is the' kind of life 
you mean to lead your husband, he will 
have a fine time of it." 

" I do not know that I shall ever be 
married," replied Charity, in an equable, 
melancholy tone, which startled even while 
it obscurely gratified Midas. 

** You are ready to give me up then, I 
suppose, as soon as look at me?" he ob- 
served, without, however, looking at her. 
" Well, it is not quite polite to tell me so to 
my face — ^but I never thought you cared 
much for me. In fact, I should be sorry if 
— ^but I don't suppose you will break your 
heart if I were to die even — so there is no 
fear of your going desperat-e, and hanging 
or drowning yourself like some lovesick fool 
in a newspaper." 

*' No, there is no fear that I should do 
either of these things," said Charity, and 
her voice slightly quavered. " But it is 
not merely in newspapers — ^the poor crea- 
tures actually do it: they actually drown, 
they actually hang,— it is not merely a story 
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one reads ! But I shall never, I hope, make 
a paragraph in a newspaper." 

" Not even if you were to lose me?" said 
Hidas, with a smile of great self-satisfac- 
tion, and with a look not exactly of ^^ the 
love superior" of Milton's Adam, but with 
something perhaps akin to it, in the measure- 
less conceit of the incredulity it expressed. 

" Not even if I were to lose you," said 
Charity, calmly, and she felt calmly. 
Glimpses of this kind into the soul of l^e 
man she had so unfortunately entwined the 
freshest tendrils of her own around,^not 
unfrequently of late gave her a degree of 
reconcilement to a fate she begem to per- 
ceive was in store for her. 

** Thank you for nothing! — Perhaps I 
may thank you for something some day ! " 
replied Midas, strangely exasperated with 
an answer which yet chimed in very well 
with a secret hope of his own heart. 

^^It may be so, Midas; you will lose 
more in me than I shall in you," said 
Charity, with little visible emotion. 

VOL. I. Q 
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<^ Ok, I shaUlofle am knmosffltj, skaift I? 
You are a tremendous €E>i!tiuie, are you not? 
A beauty of the first water? quite the glit- 
ter ailud show of a company whei*eyer you 
go! Everybody admires you, don't they? 
a&d won't people say everywhere what a 
ruinous loss I have had of you ?" 

^^ I think not; most people, if they knew 
it, would think you well quit of me, most 
likely," replied Charity. " I sometimes 
think sd myself. I am no tremendous for- 
tune ; I am not beautiful ; I have no accom- 
plishnlents : in company I am hardly no- 
ticed. But I am the same as I was — and 
I did not court you, Midas. However, 
if you do lose me, you need not be much 
vexed-^-it will be your own fault." 

" Now, I suppose you think to come the 
saint and martyr over me?" said Midas, 
provoked as the wolf was by the lamb at the 
ford. ^^ And the reason why you take the 
thing so coolly is, that you never oared for 
anything about me but my money, and you 
think you can get a good round sum from 
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me b7 bringing aa action of breach of pro^ 
mise !" 

<<Do you say this, in earnest ?'* said 
Charitj, turning very pale, for after all she 
cherished a confident credulity in her 
heart that would not suffiar her to realize as 
yet the whole truth. 

^^ Why, it almost seems so : you give me 
the go-by as quietly as one coach might an- 
other," replied Midas, with some confusi<m9 
some remorseful toucJi of nature in his 
breast. 

^^ Money was never my idol: I never 
cared for money, Midas, and you know it," 
said Charity, in a tremulous voice. And 
she was silent for some time, until Midas 
crossly revived the conversation, ^^ One 
might as well walk with a dumb person. 
Why don't you open your mouth now and 
then, just to let one know you have a 
tongue?" 

^' I do not know what to say. I was 
listcAing to the music, I think. Is tiiat the 
band of the Horse Guards?" aaid Charityi 

q2 
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hastily, and, as it were, awakening from a 
revery. 

"What stuff you talk! You seem to 
know nothing : a baby would know that it 
is an infantry band/* 

*^I do not know much, indeed," she re- 
plied. " I was brought up always in the 
house; I never saw anybody except when 
poor mother kept the shop, and I served 
people when she was ill; and that was in 
such an out-of-the-way place, at Somers' 
Town." 

" Then you did really once serve behind 
a chandler's counter?" said young GuUibuU, 
in a tone of supreme disgust and contempt. 
" I advise you, as a friend, never to men- 
tion that again, if you don't wish to be 
scouted and scorned everywhere." 

** I would not mention it to any one but 
you, Midas, who know it as well as I do my- 
self. But we did not keep a chandler's 
shop ; it was a small grocery." 

"Fho! those wretched retail businesses 
may all be called chandlers' shops; but I 
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know you will come out with this some day 
before people!" exclaimed Midas, in great 
perturbation. 

^^ If you mean those grand people belong- 
ing to your sister's family, you well know I 
never open my lips before them.'* 

^^ You show some sense at least in that," 
replied the lover, a little mollified ; but add- 
ing, with reviving asperity, " but the reason 
is, you know very well you cannot talk at all 
like a woman of the world, or as if you 
understood whether you were on your head 
or your heels. You sit like a person con- 
demned to death, as if you had lost all 
connexion with what is going on about 
you. Just look, for example, at one of my 
sister's friends. What a wide-awake, charm- 
ing woman Mrs. Sparkleton is ! When will 
you be such a woman as that?'' 

" Never !" replied Charity, with a greatly 
more energetic emphasis than she usually 
put on her words. 

" I believe you, my boy!" returned 
Midas, with triumphant fSEicetiousness/ 
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^ But there is Ann, I do believe ? only she 
nas not got her fine blood-sucker of a lord 
with her. Another of them, I suppose !^ 

"Mrs. Sparkleton ought not— I mean, 
^he will not be fax ofi", then,^' said Charity, 
with a degree of an^ciousness ; but not of the 
kind for which Midas probably gave her 

credit. 

- » 

" There she is ! there^s Lady Fitzhauton, 
j^ohn!^' exclaimed Mrs. GulIibuD, pointing 
but her daughter with her parasol, and 
liurrytng on in a fever of maternal enthu- 
siasm. 

" Why don't you say 'There's Ann,' or, 
* There's my daughter? I almost thought 
yoii saw some of the old dowagers of coun- 
i tesses that haunt us now-a-days," replied 
the alderman. "But wh^e the deuce is 
Ber husband, then? I don't like to see 
women flouncing about with strange men." 

"Flouncing about! why, that's Lord 
Deville, GuUibull; I'll introduce you to 
him. I know him very well. I met him at 
iltzhauton House this morning. Haven't 
you heard of him ?" 
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" If I haye, i£ was no^iy^ Ikit hia good/' 
flaid GullUmlly. seiubr, rathe; grQiiil)lixigIy. 
'^ And, besidSes, I tbiidt, he is* <»u» of tia^e 
Ck)ira La^ Bepeal fellow3< — thoUglit I akh't 
aiire----and that will ruin the eora tradfr." 

^' How can joa make that: appear? And^ 
besides^ you were always a Whig, you kfiow^ 
John/' replied his wife, 

" How will it ruin the corn trade ? Why, 
if there are naeyer hi^h pirices, wheft is the 
importer to make his ^reat hits?' retuxi^ 
]^. GullibulL '^ I used to thuak yery weU 
of the WhigS), so far as they weat^ until thej 
began to meddle with things they didn't 
understand^— until — — " 

" They touched your own pockety John ; 
say the truth at once," observed his spouse. 
" Ton used to clamour as loudly as anybody 
£i»r the repeal, till old Rustisaw gammoned 
you it would ruin the trade. You must 
take smaller profits and sell more,^ like other 
people, that's all. There are lots of people, 
I can teH you, will be glad enough to eat 
BK»re thaUi they did." 
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^^ You ain't quite a fool, old girl, after 
aB," conceded Gallibnll, senior, with an 
affection and good humour in his looks and 
tones which disarmed the expression of any 
virulence. ^^ But, perhaps, I can do better 
witii other things than ever I did, in my 
best years, with com. That depends on the 
wind and weather; but iron and earth 
doni" 

^^ I am sure I wish you luck in your new 
specs., John, though they do swallow up 
money wonderfully," replied Mrs. GuUibulI ; 
but she had been too long accustomed to 
place implicit faith in her husband's skill 
in business to doubt his success in whatever 
he undertook, for a moment, seriously. 
'^ Midas and old Rustisaw are always harp- 
ing against railways ; but I should think you 
knew better than either of them, or all the 
world put together — ^if all the world were 
as much against, as they are for, your side 
of the question." 

Old Rustisaw was the chief clerk in the 
house of GullibuU and Co., and during thirty 
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years had constantly remonstrated against 
all his employer had undertaken in the way 
of speculation, in vain. But his business- 
habits and integrity retained him in the 
favour of his master, who, perhaps, more- 
over, with his natural good sense, felt that 
he needed a drag-chain occasionally on his 
wheel. 

Lady Fitzhauton had by this time re- 
cognised the group, and contrasting their 
appearance mentally with that of her high- 
bred companion, she felt — yes, she felt as if 
she would have been glad to avoid them had 
it been possible. It was not possible ; and 
in a few instants Mrs. GullibuU was in the 
height of her glory, introducing her husband 
and son to Lord Deville, in a loud voice, 
and with a pomp and flutter that almost 
amounted to a proclamation. 

"Where's your good man, Ann?" was 
GullibuU senior's first observation after the 
performance of this ceremony. 

" Lord Fitzhauton is — ^he is' somewhere 
in the gardens, papa, but I don't know 
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where — with l&s. Sparkletou," said Lady 
FitzhantoBy coLoariag. ^^ They have really 
quite cut us ; yet we are uot such very bad 
company either, one would think." 
. /^It's the Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton; 
yoq^ knew her, John, / know !'^ said Mrs* 
CrullibuU, raHher roguishly. ^' They have 
quite a flirtation, my lord, and I can only 
lookpn and be jealous, to see thenx buddUng 
together in corners, and talking their se- 
crets over !" 

*^ Phoj don't believe her ! Mrs* G.'s 
not the woBQbau to take things so easy — ^but 
Mrs. Sw has some money she don't know 
what to do with, and wants me to put it 
put to the best advantage," said the mer- 
ehant, laughing heartily. '^ I don't think 
Mrs* Sparkletoa can wait till you hop the 
perch, old womauy and some young fellow 
;will be stepping in. meantime and carrying 
^ff the prize." 

^' I'll go and lock for my brother-in-law, 
and tell him where we are/' said Midas, 
tdiiaquiahing Misa Green's arm rather uu* 
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ceremoniously. " Where will you be ? Will 
you go and look at the prizes, and I'll bring 
tbem there?" 

" And be quick, for I think I've seen 
enough of the a£&ir. — We have plenty of 
this sort of thing at home in the conserva- 
tory," said Mr. GuUibuU. . " Come along, 
Betsy! which is the way?" 
. . " Will this young lady — I beg pardon, 1 
did not hear the name-accept my arm in 
the meantime?" said Lord Deville, with the 
courtesy of manner which breeding confers, 
like the pcdish on. marble, even on the coldest 
selfishness. 

. '^ I'll take it instead, if your lordship 
pleases, and she can go with her uncle," 
interposed Mrs. GuUibull, resolutely seizing 
the unoffered limb. ^^ Charity's no com- 
pany — she likes to keep her viards to herself, 
as if they were something precious, which 
I am sure they are not." 

^^ Come along, Ch^ty, then ; a silent 
woman is at all events a variety," said the 
alderman^ and drawing Charity's arm in 
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his own, with a jolly laugh, he took the 
precedence with as much sang-froid as if it 
were his by prescriptive right. Mrs. Gulli- 
bull, however, apologised for the rudeness 
to Viscount Deville, who, seeing that there 
was no help for it, resigned himself to her 
accompaniment. 

Meanwhile, Midas proceeded on his search 
as fast as his tightly fitting garb permitted 
him, or as he thought dignified. These re- 
servations of course permitted no indecent 
haste. Moreover, in spite of his natural 
stiffiiess, he wished to assume the lounging 
gait of a man perfectly fashionable and 
perfectly at his ease. He even whistled 
occasionally, to show how little he cared for 
the gaily-garbed people he encountered, and 
who, he thought, looked at him as at somie 
strange animal turned loose. Midas either 
had, or persuaded himself he had, a great 
contempt for every species of aristocracy 
but that of money. Nevertheless, there 
was no one had a meaner reverence in 
actual practice for the distinctions rank 
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confers; no one stood in more nervous 
dread of its observation and ridicule ; no 
one more earnestly desired to enter as a 
denizen into its charmed circle. Even 
while doing his best to parade indifference, 
or rather contempt for all he saw, no one 
could possibly feel more disconcerted and 
vexed with the staring observation this 
very conduct attracted to him. Young 
ladies quizzed him, dowagers stared at him 
through their eye-glasses, till he became as 
red and hot as a haymaker in August. 

Meanwhile, he could not anywhere dis- 
cern the object of his search, although he 
had a secret opinion that he should be very 
welcome when he came upon it. To say 
truth, Mrs. Sparkleton had discerned the 
whole party at their first entrance into the 
gardens, but at a safe distance — ^ah advan- 
tage which she improved by instantly turn- 
ing off Lord Fitzhauton in another direction. 
<' 0, lud, though I don't much care to listen 
to such high-flown poesy as you are treat- 
ing me with — ^let us escape if we can ! 
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Yonder come alderman GnUiboll and l&» 
frao — I beg your pardon, I really forgot — 
and there is that odious aon of theirs who, 
if sach a personage could be in love, I do 
beliere would have me think he is so with 
me!" 

This was quite enough for Lord litz- 
faautcai, who gladly hurried his iascinating 
companiott from the point of danger. They 
were soon once more immersed in a conver- 
sation in which smtimental reminiaoences 
mingled somewhat perilously with the laugh- 
ing gossip and chit-chat of the moment. 
Mrs. Spaikleton knew well how to amus^ 
and she was determined on this occf^ion to 
be Tery amusing. But she persuaded hex- 
self that she de»red only to let Lord Fitz- 
hauton experience some sentiment of re^et 
as a punishment for his mercena3:y pref<^> 
enix of the ridi heiress. What other motive 
could eke hare, since in ha heart Eite con- 
demned the man on whom she now displayed 
her fascinations, as selfi^, ungrateftil, in- 
capable of a deep or lasting feeliug of any 
sort? 
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Lwd Fitzhtnton ahnyB tiiought his plea- 
SBrepanmonnt to evoy other oonsida«ti(Hi, 
— and he had a great opioion «f his own 
prndence and strength of character. His 
principles were not of any adaoumtine fixed- 
ness, and not at all severe in theory or appli- 
cation. He enjoyed himself- at present, and 
that was always a sufficient reason for him 
to do anything. He could not see the im- 
mense harm in exchanging a few yivacions 
compliments with a handsome woman, who 
seemed so well pleased to receive them, and 
repaid them with the most fascinating smiles 
and coquetry. As to his wife, he scaroely 
thought of her, unless when Mrs. Sparhleton 
made an oocasioQal satirical allusion to the 
discordancy very evident between them, or 
to her family connexions. 

Mrs. ^arkleton had long been deter- 
mined to ascertain to a nicety how much 
ground she had lost since a period when she 
well remembered that, but for some for- 
tunate chances — though she did not think 
Mme — she might very possibly 
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have been seriously compromised in a flirta- 
tion with Lord Fitzhauton. These were, 
that the colonel, her late spouse, in the 
course of his residence at Paris, in the very 
height of the season there, suddenly fancied 
that it would be good for his gout to spend 
the spring at Nice, and Lord Fitzhauton 
was compelled, by the involvement of his 
affairs, to return to England. There he 
married, and Colonel Sparkleton soon after 
ventured to return and die in peace, after 
making a satisfactory will, at his own seat 
in Surrey. 

But neither Mrs. Sparkleton nor her gal- 
lant companion had calculated with sufficient 
exactness how much easier it is to assign 
limits to intentions than to keep them. 
Perhaps they had not taken into the 
reckoning all the forces that were likely to 
hurry them beyond their aims. Lord Fitz- 
hauton had not fairly estimated the effect, 
on a man of his temperament, of the music, 
of the beauty of the day, the gay colouring 
of every object around, of youth and high 
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spirits, the charms of a briDiant woman, 
piqued to display them to the utmost — of 
the vexation he experienced from reflections 
on the position of his domestic affairs. He felt 
that it would be gratifying to Mrs.Sparkleton 
to know that he was unhappy in them — ^not 
unfrequently he thought he was so, and he 
now sought the opportunity to communicate 
the fact to her. Mrs. Sparkleton had not 
calculated that the feeling she had formerly 
entertained for Lord Fitzhauton was by 
no means so thoroughly extinguished but 
that it might revive from its ashes. She 
only intended to show a becoming sensibi- 
lity for his sorrows — ^that she cherished not 
the slightest resentment about any former 
matters, and so to demonstrate a present 
indifference. Both played their parts till 
both become a little too much in earnest. 

Fitzhauton related his sufferings from the 
purse-proud vulgarity of his new family; 
from his wife's petulance and peevish over- 
bearingness; until he persuaded himself 
verily, that he was an exceedingly ill-used 

VOL* I. B 
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And oppressed inditidaal. Mrs. Sparideton 
expressed a feeling appreciation, a warm 
eommiseraldon^ which heightened everj 
sentiment of regret and indignation in the 
young nobleman's heart. He assured her, 
that he had never unbosomed himself to 
any one in the world as he had to her; in 
fact, that she was the only woman that had 
erer won his confidence ; that he should be 
most miserable, abandoned by every conso- 
lation, if she did not promise still to con- 
tinue his friend, his dear iriend, his dearest 
friend I 

"Do you think, Fitzhauton,that I can ever 
be anything else to you ? But^ no, I cumot 
be that I — ^your wife must be that — ^at least 
she ought to be,'' said Mrs. Sparkleton, with 
real emotion. " If I had been your wife^ 
it would have been different, of course ; but 
then, perhaps, I might have merited a 
warmer sentiment ! Let us say no more — 
hnt friends J I fear, we can never be." 

" Not friends ! — ^not friends, even?' said 
ritzhauton, with the passionate vehemence 
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of one accastomed, from infancy, to meet 
with no obstack snffieiently strong to curb 
his impetuous will. In facty the <mly 
really potent curbs on the passions of mea 
must exist in their own hearts and in prin- 
ciple. Laws are feeble to avert, they are 
only strong to avenge. 

*' When I demand only friendship, Geral- 
dine ! Oh, you never had even that feeling 
for me ! But we will not part ; I will not 
suffer you to leave me, until you have pro- 
mised, pledged yourself, to grant me the 
only consolation I can hope for now !" 

"An acquaintance, a visitor, I may be, 
but — how can you expect anything more ?' 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton. " How can you 
expect it, when I feel more than ever the 
necessity of breaking the slight connexion 
which still exists between us?' 

"What necessity? — Oh, yes, I compre- 
hend ! — you intend to marry Deville !" said 
Fitzhauton, with great bitterness. 

" Who has the right to hinder me, if I 
doT replied Mrs. Sparkleton. "Certainly 

r2 
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not yon, Fitzhanton! — ^nor even to be in 
the slightest degree vexed at it. Beside, 
don't you men hold that what's your wives' 
is yours? And surely when I am iden- 
tified with your friend, you can conclude 
that you eqjoy some portion of the friend- 
ship of which he ought else, I suppose, in 
a less metaphysical point of view, to enjoy 
the monopoly." 

" Deville is my friend, I own," said Lord 
Fitzhanton, with some reluctance. ^^At 
least, people call him so. Yes, they ask me 
at the clubs, ' How is your friend^ Lord 
Devifle?' — ^But I very frequently don't 
know, and much oftener I don't care. It's 
only a disagreeable way people have of 
mouthing out a simple question — ^though it 
is a thousand to one that nobody wants to 
know, whoever asks it ! Why do you want 
to marry that man? — I know you do not 
love him ; he is not your sort at all. Why 
do you encourage him?" 

"Who would have thought that Miss 
Gullibull was your sort, Fitzhanton ! — But 
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one*s taste changes: I don't pride myself 
on remaining inflexibly fixed in any set of 
opinions — nor anybody else of sense in these 
times." 

" So you really do love him? you really 
will have him ? — ^you may keep your friend- 
ship then for him too, indeed!" said Fitz 
hauton, angrily. 

" Why, don't you think he is an excellent 
match?" replied Mrs. Sparkleton, calmly. 
"But I forget, he is your friend! — ^you 
will not say a word against him, so I need 
never ask your opinion." 

"But don't you know his character? 
what he has done?" 

" But he has repaired it now with such 
admirable skill that no one can even tell 
where the cracks were !" 

" I see plainly that you are exceedingly 
fond of him." 

" I shall be, of course, when I am mar- 
ried. You can dote on your wife, you 
know, by way of retaliation!" said the 
lady, with vivacity ; but she recollected the 
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fickle aad wilful ckariM^r of the yoong 
peer, and, Qontinu^d, with a j^ajfiil smile, 
that seemed to throw a dash of similar 
satire on what she had previously said — 
^' The next news you will tell ine is, that I 
aia passionatdy attached ta my other 
adorer, Gullibull and Co., junior. That is 
the proper style, I believe." 

"WeU, what do you really think of 
Aim?" said Lord Fitzhauton, iinaU^, in 
spite of his vexation, to help being pkased 
with this re*assuranee. 

" What do you think of him?.—! sh(^ild 
be a relation, I imagine, if I married your 
brother-in-law, should I not?" 

^VI disdain and disown him, a narrow* 
minded peddling huckster f His father, 
who is as rude and unceremonious a^ a 
bear, without earing who likes or who dis- 
likes it, is a thousand times more of a 
gentleman than he is! But what- do you 
think of him, Mrs. Sparkleix^?" 

^^ I? — I thioak that he has a gceat deal 
of money; or will have seme day — aad 
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you know one will do ttaythiBg for 
money!" 

^^ One can't Ioyo for money ; I have foond 
that out," said the earl. ^But what d» 
you really think of him ?^ 

'^Well — I think that he has a good 
tailor." 

^^ Then I won't be afraid of him," said 
Fitzhauton, laughing. ^^I see you com* 
prehend him. And a$ to Deville, you don't 
seem in any hurry to strike a bargain with, 
him, and I don't wonder at it if you knew, 
as much of hipi as I do. He^ is not such a 
saint as he makes people believe! — Well^ 
are we the friends we were? or am I alto- 
gether alone and deserted in the world?" 

This was a very affecting idea—and the 
band was at the moment playing a very 
tender air of Bellini's, in the distance, for 
they were now almost alone in a remote 
path bordering aloiig a fruit wall. Like 
all women oi great vivacity of temperament, 
Mrs. Sparkleton was a creature of impulse^ 
and Lord Fitzhautou knew it very well, as 



248 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS: 

he extended his hand to her in entreaty. 
Tears rushed to her eyes as she took it, and 
replied in a low, earnest tone, "What 
folly ! — ^But would you were deserted by all 
the world, and alone — and you should see 
who would be found faithful amidst the 
false!" 

Lord Fitzhauton pressed the hand to his 
heart, and would perhaps have sealed this 
judicious arrangement with a more daring 
testimony of gratitude, if he had not luckily 
observed the approach of a personage who 
might have proved an inconvenient record 
of the fact. It was Mr. GuUibuU and 
Co., junior, as Mrs. Sparkleton designated 
him. 

" I must pretend to be doing something 
— ^but pray don't be jealous, however I 
amuse myself with that pragmatical tailor's 
wand !" said Mrs. Sparkleton, and stooping 
to a bed of rare flowers, she plucked one of 
the finest, and began quite coolly gathering 
some mignionette to encircle it, heedless of 
the understood compact between the hor- 
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ticultural society and its visitors, and pre- 
tending not to observe Midas's approach. 

*' Thieves, thieves! I have caught ypuy 
you naughty woman, and I will go and 
inform against you!" exclaimed Midas, 
seizing . Mrs. Sparkleton by the arm with 
graceful familiarity, and shaking her with 
a violence intended to be playful, but which 
really both hurt and offended her. 

" A policeman in plain clothes ! I thought 
you were so — ^but pray don't ill-treat me, as 
I make no resistance!" she said, with dis- 
guised anger and contempt, and clutching 
her arm from his grasp. *'I declare, Mr. 
GuUibuU. you have really hurt me — ^you 
have indeed!" 

'' Come along to the station-house then, 
quietly ; you shall link arms with me, or I 
will handcuff you : I have you safe now/' 
said the gallant citizen, drawing Mrs. 
Sparkleton's hand by sheer force into hi& 
arm. " Come along, brother constable ; or 
you can keep a look-out behind, to see that 
no other pick-flowers try to rescue her." 



\ 
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Lord Fitzhanton looked fi)r an: iBstaot as 
if far more inclined to attempt the rescue 
himself, and that in a very anceremonious 
manner. But he managed to suppress the 
impulse, more especially as the captive gave 
him a glance that seemed to counsel forbear- 
ance. ^^ Wdl, but at least I will not be 
taken with the stolen goods in my posses- 
sion," she said, throwing the nosegay down. 
^ And now where am I to be taken to?' 

^^ The Mansion House !" returned Midas, 
pursuing his vein of agreeable raillery. 
** There is my late LcmhI Mayor, Gullibull, 
waiting to give you your month on the mill, 
perhaps more, being an old offender, for no 
doubt you will be recognised as such." 

** Well, I believe people mostly are when 
once they are found out," said Mrs. Spark- 
leton. ^^ Take me to judgment^ for I would 

much rather be in jail than .'' An 

aside smile to Lord Fitzhauton finished the 
sentence, not greatly to the credit of the 
pleasure bestowed by Midas's society, and 
Mrs. Sparkleton suffered her new beau to 
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lesA hsr cm. Tke former one raised the 
discarded noeegay, and soentang it almost 
fts if be kissed it, walked on beside her 
in silence, while Midas went through a 
series of obeerrations and pantomimic ac^ 
tions, meant to express that he was a 
policeman dragging off a poor woman, de- 
tected thieving, to a magistrate's office. 
A gay and gallant fancy, admirably worked 
out, and watched with silent but unutterable 
eontempt in its development by tJbe noble 
brotlier-in-law. 

Mrs. Sparkleton had her own reasons for 
desiring to k^p well with the junior part- 
ner in the firm of Gullibull, GuUilmli, and 
€b. Even as a mere matter of amusement, 
it diverted her to witness the dancing of 
her civic admirer in the chains, which, at 
leisure moments, she had employed hersdf 
in forging and throwing over him. But 
fihe greatly despised, and perhaps at this 
moment hated him. Still she knew, or 
thought, that he might be useful to her in 
l^r business speculations, since it was plain 
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to her perspicacity, that young Gullibull 
began to imagine their interests had some- 
thing in common. This notion diverted 
her, and gave her at the same time an 
engine of power, which she was willing to 
use, without entertaining the least appre- 
hension of any peril to herself from the 
machinery, or of injuring it. Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton was not so believing as poor Charity 
Green, nor indeed had she the like reason 
to be credulous to appearances. She knew 
that she was rich, brilliantly beautiful — 
and Charity knew that herself was the 
reverse. The disinterested attachment in 
one case could scarcely be doubted — in 
the other, admitted of the interpretation, 
which Mrs. Sparkleton's knowledge of the 
world, and contemptuous estimate of Midas's 
character, suggested to her in spite of her 
vanity. In what a dark dream do we grope 
about, we mortals, grasping at shadows ! 
In what an unreal world do we all live, 
deeming that what seems is! Even the 
most sagacious, the most disabused of the 
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crafty phantasmagoria of the delusions of 
existence continue at times to credit them ! 

Mrs. Sparkleton had no such German 
reyerie in her head, but she did not wish to 
entangle herself in any way awkwardly with 
her intended machine, and therefore she 
discouraged . the very obvious intention of 
Midas to get her alone with him. Under 
pretence of hurrying her along, as a brutal 
policeman ought to do— which he assured 
her he was — ^he tried to outwalk Fitzhauton, 
and leave him behind. But it could not 
be ; the peer would not lend himself to the 
manoeuvre, nor the lady either. "Stop! 
you put me quite out of breath ! " she said, 
pausing. " It is as good as acting a cha- 
rade, but it is quite as fatiguing. Beside, 
I don't want people to think I am actually 
in custody." 

" Take my arm, then, and let the police- 
man go on and tell the worthy magistrate 
we are coming," said Lord Fitzhauton. 
Midas thought him the most unnatural 
specimen of a brother-in-law that had ever 



i 
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escaped the lightnings at this momait, and 
looked as if he thought so, without in the 
slightest d^ree disturbing the purpose of 
his foiler* But unfortunately for Mrs. 
Sparkleton and her shared reluctance to be 
resigned to a tete-h-tite with the younger 
GruUibull, a fourth personage suddenly ap- 
peared on the scene, and destroyed the 
triangular balance. 
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CHAPTEK XII. 



We begin a new chapter with this new per* 
sonage, not because we would have the 
reader imagine that some one of consequence 
to us or our story is at hand, but because 
we think it a convenient spot to stop and 
bait at. Having refreshed our pen with a 
moment's rest, and a good drink of ink, we 
proceed, premising that the reader is not^ 
by reason of our protest, to imagine that 
the new intooduction is a superfluity which 
both he and our narrative could very well 
do without. Unimportant personages and 
events not unfrequently are the occasion of 
others of the utmost importance. Who that 
saw the honest Corsican attorney, Charles 
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Buonaparte, going to church with his bride, 
Letitia, would have predicated the battle of 
Waterloo from that inoflfensive circum- 
istance ? 

"Ah, Fitzhauton! — My dear lord, how 
d'ye do ? — ^you are the very man I wanted 
to see! — Mrs. Sparkleton! — have I really 
the exquisite happiness to meet with you?" 
said a voice from a small but exceedingly well 
dressed little figure of a gentleman, with a 
romantic Byronian collar turned down, and 
a pale little whey-and-Werther visage as little 
like the Alcinous beauty of the prototype's 
head as might be. 

"You meet with me! I cannot say for 
the rest of so fine a salutation," replied 
Mrs, Sparkleton, recognising in the person 
who addressed her a specimen of by no 
means a rare tribe — ^the magnus Apollo of 
a fashionable coterie of the hour — one of 
those tomtit warblers that every now and 
then-^in this general noonday silence of the 
great songsters — utter their faint little 
chirrupings, are applauded as songbirds *of 
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the finest note for an instant — the next are 
utterly forgotten. The only points necessary 
to constitute poets of this ordei" are a good 
social position, and an incapability of writ- 
ing anything original. Consequently they 
always imitate, though unconsciously, (one 
of the characteristics of the species being a 
firm belief that all the great bards are 
poetasters in comparison with themselves,) 
and thus seldom write so badly but that 
they may delude themselves and the foolish 
people necessary to compose a coterie, into 
the persuasion that they are poets. Mr« 
Hercules Twittlewit (that was the little 
gentleman's name) was the darling of an 
influential circle of fashionable literati who 
had pronounced him a marvellous genius. 
Twittlewit had been at least three times in 
as many years hailed the Byron of the 
day — ^had three times in that period been 
forgotten, but had just published a work 
which was likely to revive all his glories. 
It was a novel — ^for, in compliance with the 
taste of the times, he had descended from 

VOL. L s 
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his Pegasus to the common earth, a libel on 
all his acquaintance, and 3, yerj dull and 
stupid one, but not the less eagerly read (m, 
the score of its merits in the former capacity* 

Mr. Twittlewit, it seemed, anxiously de- 
sired to speak in private with Lord Eitz- 
. hauton, on ^^ business of the utmost import-' 
anoe," so that, after salutations were duly 
exchanged, Mrs. Sparkleton could not well 
aroid walking on with Midas GuUibulI, 
after receiving his lordship's promise, which 
she did not doubt he would keep, to rejoin 
them as soon as possible. 

The inconsistencies of human nature have 
ofiben been the subject of severe comment 
with sages and philosophers, who cannot 
for the life of them understand why man, 
being intended to be man, has been made 
so subject to imperfections of every species. 
They forget that their theories might pos- 
sibly, indeed, have contrived a nobler being, 
but not the one in question. For example^ 
is it not strange to see a man weary heaven 
and earth, and his friends and himself, in 
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pursuit of a woman whom, when he obtains, 
he very often slights and contemns — ^wiQ 
scarcely take the trouble to put her shawi 
on her shoulders for her when they are 
returning to the delights of a t&te-a-i&te from 
an evening party? And yet it was cct- 
tainly a little singular, that as soon as 
Midas Gullibull had achieved his purpose 
and great desire to obtain, a priyate 
audience of Mrs. Sparkleton, he repented 
heartily his chance success, and wished 
himself almost anywhere but where he was. 
The favour he had hitherto experienced 
from the brilliant widow, and the great 
opinion he had of his own personal good 
looks, wealth, and expectations, might give 
him, one would have thought, some reason- 
able grounds for confidence. Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton seemed in possession of every quality 
that could allure an aspiring plebeian — rank, 
fashion, ^at — circumstances which Gulli- 
bull, junior, afiected to hold in very slight 
estimation, but in reality regarded with 
mingled envy and awe. Above all, slie 

s2 
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If as considered to be exceedingly rich, and 
if possessing a large income, and living up 
to twice as much, could make her so, so 
she was. Midas had calculated accurately, 
in many laborious meditations, and even 
with the assistance of an old retired attor* 
ney, his godfather, whom he craftily got to 
deliver an opinion without revealing the 
parties, what he should most likely have to 
pay for breaking his secret plight to Charity 
Green. He had weighed to the utmost 
scruple what influence the facts of the case 
might have on the feelings of a jury, and 
the advantages so far outbalanced the 
possible losses, that there seemed no solid 
reason why he should not make an imme- 
diate proposal to Mrs. Sparkleton. Such 
had been his intention several times lately,, 
but somehow or another, whatever oppor- 
tunities occurred, his heart failed him 
always at the precise instant when he most 
needed its valuable assistance. 

With all the truly plebeian, because 
ignorant and unmeaning, contempt for birth 
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and aristocratic distinctions, which he 
strove to persuade himself he cherished, 
Midas had hitherto always felt embar- 
rassed and overawed by their actual pre- 
sence. There is nothing between servility 
and downright impudence in the composi- 
tion of the veritable snob towards supe- 
riorities of all kinds; and alas! we fear 
that Midas was one in grain. It may be, 
however, that we do not do justice alto- 
gether to his motives; it may be that a 
tinge of remorse, some hesitation to commit 
himself irretrievably in the wrong he medi- 
tated, might have influence in keeping him 
silent, and in flushing his naturally high 
complexion. For silent and flushed he 
continued until Mrs. Sparkleton herself was 
obliged to commence the conversation. But 
she did so in a manner that would have 
seemed to few gentlemen, about to pop the 
question, a desirable opening. ^^I sup- 
pose you are not long from the city, Mr. 
Gullibull? Pray, can you tell me how 
things are going in the share market? I 
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mean is everything as prosperous as it was 
the other day? Is it a good time to invest 
one's money in railroad shares?" 

So far from being disconcerted at this 
business-like commencement, Midas seized 
upon it as an excellent means to discover 
what Mrs. Sparkleton really possessed, for 
he was too sagacious to wish to confide hia 
happiness altogether to the assurances of 
report. 

^^ It is a very good time, at least my 
falJier says so, and he ought to know — for 
those who can act largely on the market,^--- 
but it is of no use puttang in very small 
sums now that the great capitalists are all 
at work," he replied. ^^ But what makes 
such a west*end lady, m you are, Mrs. 
Sparkleton, ask that?' 

" rU tell you — in confidence — I want to 
knowT replied Mrs. Sparkleton, with 
jeering solenmity. ^^But that is not my 
only reason. I have five or six thousand 
pounds I don't know what to do with*7-in 
£Eict| I could make it ten thousand, and 
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your father speaks so highly of railways as 
an inyestment/ that I think I cannot do 
better than embark my little surplus in 
them." 

" Surplus !" mused Midas, silentiy ex- 
cited, then adding aloud, '' If it really is 
nioneV lying idle beside yoi^oney you 
don't want for any other purpose — of 
course you would not think of touching 
your property — anticipating your income 
in any manner?" 

^*0h, no, I haye enough to liye upon 
without it." 

'' And she Uyes at the rate of fire or six 
thousand a year ! — the whole neighbourhood 
agrees in that," mused Midas. 

" Welir said Mrs. Sparkleton. 

"In that case, in that case, my dear 
ma'am, I should most strenuously adyise 
you, in spite of all my father says, to haye 
nothing to do with such uncertain specula- 
tions !" replied Midas. " You may depend 
it is just the same in England now as it was 
in the time of the South Sea scheme. Mr. 
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Bustisaw, our chief clerk, pointed ont to me 
an account of it, the other day, and I declare 
if you put Railways instead of the great 
bubble of those days, you have the whole 
thing complete !" 

"Pooh, nonsense, Mr, GullibuU, your 
father is one of the most experienced mer-^ 
chants in the whole city — he must know 
better than you," said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
much vexed at this abrupt pull of the check* 
string to her hobby. " I hope you will not 
consider me impertinent, but I declare that I 
shall go altogether by his advice, invest or 
not invest. Why, are you not over head 
and ears in such things yourselves?' 

"My father is the master in his own. 
concern — I am only the junior partner — ^but 
I can only say, Mrs. Sparkleton, that if I 
were yours " 

"Howl my master? — ^you, Mr. Gulli^ 
bull?" 

"I mean, if I had control over your 
actions/' said Midas, very bewitchingly,. 
while Mrs. Sparkleton bridled her fine head 
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scornfully in tte air, like a thorough-bred 
disdaining the rein, " I would not let you 
be led away by my father's extravagant 
fancies and examxiile." 

" What would you have me do with my 
money then?" 

^* Start a Soap Manufactory," replied 
Midas, with enthusiasm* ^^ I know a most 
eligible chance — a concern that has ex* 
tended itself so far beyond its capital that 
it must take in a monied partner — ^it need 
only be a sleeping one, you know. Do but 
let me have the investment of your six 
thousand pounds! Six thousand pounds 
will exactly do! — I cannot promise you 
such a large per-centage as father fancies he 
shall get for you — and which he will, ai^ 
much as he will get the cash up again that 
he threw down the Mexican mines — ^but it's 
safe and sure. You need not go to bed 
every night with a headache about your 
money I" 

"Nevertheless, the Soap Manufactory^ 
shall not take me in ; I prefer the chance 
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of much to the certainty of little. Besides, 
I don't care whether I lose the money or 
not)" said Mrs. Sparkleton, carelessly, but 
we cannot add that she spoke the truth. 
GoUibuU, junior, however, firmly believed 
that a fine lady had not sufficient sense to 
deceive in such a manner, and his passion 
was greatly inqreased by an apprehaision 
which at this moment formed a most power- 
ful confluence with it. It hurried him 
considerably beyond the safe depth in 
which he was so judiciously paddling. 

^* You would care for money though, if 
you had a husband and family, Mrs. Sparkle- 
tQU !" he said, with an emphatic tenderness^ 
which at once vexed its object, and almost, 
irresistibly, forced her to burst out laughing. 
But she managed to restrain herself, and 
replied, quite demurely : — 

" Well, if I had such a group of helpless 
individuals looking at me for their daily 
bread, I might perhaps, as you say, feel the 
necessity of some little retrenchment to 
keep the poor souls from the workhouse. 
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Bat all prudential speculations on tibe sub- 
ject are obriated, for yon know I haye not !^' 

She looked so beautiful and charmingly 
gay at the admirer as she spoke, that Midas, 
who could not discern the satire that lurked 
in the comer of her smile, ventured to 
reply with ardour, " But you might, if 
you chose, for I would marry jouy Mrs. 
SpaddetonP 

Mrs. Sparkleton was embarrassed for an 
instan1>-— only an instant. ^^ A good number 
of people tell me so; there is Viscount De- 
yille, for instance,'' she said, quite eahnly. 
^ One understands^ tiiat soort of jesting; and 
eyerybody knows, that as the burned child 
dreads the fire, I shall keep my distance 
firom matrim<»xy in fixture.'' 

^^ I thought you wouldn't haye that 
old fellow, although he is a lord; he is 
&r too old £[xr any woman in her seises 
to take a fancy to," said Midas, who, not 
Hying habitually in the great world, had 
not heard until now of this formidaUe 
riyal, and was greatly alarmed at his 
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tidings. ^^ Besides, I dare say, if the trutb 
were known, he has very little money. Very 
few of these swellish noblemen have ; they 
are generally head over ears with the Jews, 
and ought to be sent to the treadmill as 
impostors if they had their due. What do 
you call him? I have no doubt he is some 
pampered aristocrat living on the taxes, 
eating us all up, and lazying existence away 
at the West-end, in their white waistcoats 
and gloves ! I have no doubt he is !" 

" I don't think he is, however," quietly 
responded the hearer. ^' I am sure he has 
no place, and I suppose he pays the Income 
Tax whether he has any occasion or not." 

" Then you won't accept my offer, Mrs. 
Sparkleton?" said Midas, very sullenly, and 
Still more abruptly. 

^^ No; I cannot join in any soap manu«- 
facturing business just at present. I really 
have no more spare cash to throw away, at 
this moment ; for thrown away you seem 1;o 
think it is," replied Mrs. Sparkleton. 

^^ No ; J don't mean the soap speculation. 
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I mean But I'll write you a letter to 

explain myself, so that there can be no 
mistake/' said Midas, rather confusedly. 
" Will you promise to receive a letter if I 
send you one, and upon your solemn word 
of honour as a lady, never to mention the 
contents to any one 7^ 

" Certainly; and will give it my best 
attention ; that will be by much the best," 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, eagerly. She began 
to feel annoyed, and anxious to get out of 
the situation — as our republican neighbours 
phrase it. And she gave the required 
assent, with such a supremely well per- 
formed unconsciousness of look that, without 
in the slightest degree compromising her- 
self, GuUibull, junior, was at liberty to con- 
clude that he had broken the ice, without 
incurring any danger of slipping under 
water. Indeed, he was rather pleased that 
he had not explicitly committed himself; 
that it was still in his power to retract, if^ 
on mature consideration, he should feel in- 
clined. His nature was strongly opposed ta 
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everything decisive; it was timoroos and 
evasive in a singnlar degree. 

Besides, at this moment thej arrived at 
the plaoe of rendezvous, and perceived in a 
gronp, inspecting a beautiful variety of 
plants and flowers in a marquee, first, the 
alderman and his niece, then Lord Deville 
with Mrs. GuUibiiU, leaning her goodly 
wdight on one of his arms while Lady Fitz- 
hanton was yawning at the flowers, and 
dangling at the other. The alderman was 
good*naturedly attempting to amuse his 
mece, by inquiring if she could copy a rare 
dahlia which he pointed out to her, in wax, 
^^ as good as nature." Mrs. GullibuU was 
talking, commenting, laughing, boasting of 
the infinitely better specimens of everything 
she had at home in her conservatory, to the 
great annoyance and affected amusement of 
Lord Deville, and 1^ more sincere satis- 
faction of numerous bystanders, who not 
unfrequaitly darted looks of wondering 
query at the group. But such is the omni- 
potent power of opinion that, after ascer- 
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taining it was in reality the fashionable 
Viscount who 'squired her, most people con^ 
eluded Mrs. Gullibull was some foreign ladj 
of distinction, or, at worst, an Irish peeress. 
Her loud, fearless tones, and independent 
judgment on all she saw — sometimes in« 
eluding the dress and appearance of strangers 
mingling and passing in the groups, were 
tiberefore not pronounced vulgar, as they 
would have been, if who she was had been 
known. Deville, in fact, saw that his only 
resource was to look and behave as if he 
were proud instead of ashamed of his com^ 
pany, and thus he at once won Mrs. Gulli- 
bull's heart, and confirmed the spectators in 
their error. 

Charity Green was the first that noticed 
the approach of the expected truants, and a 
faint flush visited her pale cheek when she 
saw by whom Midas was accompanied. She 
whispered to her uncle, who turned round 
instantly, with evident satisfaction, and 
exclaiming with a boisterous hUarity which 
attracted general notice, ^^What, bonny 
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Maggie Lauder! giye ns a paw!'' he 
clutched Mrs. Sparkleton's delicate hand in 
both his, and shook it for several minutes. 
This was a familiar cognomen he had be* 
stowed upon her^ (she was a great favourite 
with old GuUibulI,) in consequence of the 
satisfaction she gave him on one occasion 
when she had managed to accompany his 
singing of the old Scotch rant, on the piano^ 
in spite of his independence of time and 
tune. A &at that no other mortal ever 
before accomplished, and we fear never 
could again. 

*^ I have brought her before your worship, 
Mr. Alderman, for stealing flowers," said 
Midas, excellently sustaining his character. 
^* I caught her in the act, and I think you 
cannot do less than give her a month of it 
in the House of Correction." 

" At GuUibull Villa then— I'll punish her 
there in style ! — if she will come and stay a 
month with us ! — But haven't you any wit- 
nesses, Mat, for I shan't condemn on your 
evidence only?" replied the alderman, en- 
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tering into the humour of the affair with 
more wit than his son had devised it. Mat 
was the name he always gaye Midas, hj 
way of christianizing it, and indeed he never 
comprehended why he had been called such 
a strange name at all, except that his wife 
assured him it was ^^ slap-up and foreign/' 
and that the rich old gentleman who stood 
his boy's godfather had set his heart on. 
caUing him so. 

"Yes, I will go with your worship^ 
most decidedly, in preference," said Mrs» 
Sparkleton, and with pretended playfulness^ 
but real disgust and weariness, she loosened 
her arm from Midas's too close and too 
familiar pressure, and put it in the alder* 
man's. The latter hugged it to him in 
great triumph, laughing heartily at his son, 
who imagined he displayed much liveliness 
and pleasantry in two or three darting 
attempts which he made to regain his cap- 
tive, parried very dexterously by the alder* 
man's thick walking stick. Charity Greea 
stooped, apparently to look more closely at 

VOL. I. T 
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the flowOT which she was to copy in wax, 
and a tear fell from her eye upon it, un- 
heeded and unnotioed by all present — unless 
it might be by some one of that invisible 
police who may very possibly attend ezhi*- 
bitionSi as well as more secluded scenes, to 
report the doings of mankind. 

Nearly at the same instant, Mrs. GruUibull, 
who observed the arrival with great satis* 
faction, relinquished her hold of DeviUe's 
arm, and gallantly pushed her way through 
the thronging crowds of sightseers, until she 
reached her husband. The whole tumlj 
had surely a genius for acting: it pleased 
Mrs. Gullibull to perform the ^^ jealous wife,'^ 
on this occasion — ^her first appearance in 
the character. ^^Well, I'm sure! pretty 
doings these ! making off with one's own 
husband before one's very eyes!'^ And 
laughing with loud cordiality and stunning 
jey, she wrung Mrs. Sparkleton's hand as if 
se had not seen her for several yea rs, and 
had lighted on her in the desert of Sahara. 

Lord Deville whirred a few words to 
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Lady Fitzhauton, which made her toss her 
head and colour, and then they joined tiie 
newly found group. 

^^ What have you done with Fitzhauton, 
Mrs. 8parkleton? where is he?" said Lady 
Fitzhauton, with a degree of judicial haugh* 
tiness and interrogatory in her tone which 
stirred the viyacious blood of Mrs. Sparkleton, 
in secret, but brought only an amiable smile 
to her lips. At least it required some depth 
rf penetration to discern the disdain and 
defiance lurking in it. 

" I left him — I don't know where I Your 
brother has gossiped me out of all recollec- 
tion of anything," she replied. 

^^ Gock, Mrs. Sparkleton, you make all 
the women jealous — we shall have both 
mother and daughter going off in the same 
fit in a minute ! The green-eyed monster 
has got hold of them both I " said the alder- 
man, delightedly rubbing his hands. ^^ Look 
at Ann! — just look at her eyes! — ^Don't 
you see how green they are, my lord — I 
forget your name ? " 

t2 
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^^ Perfect emeralds ! " replied the refined 
tactician appealed to. 

^^ He met with a friend, and stopped to 
talk with him, ahout business. It wasn't 
a ladj, so don't look so black, Ann ! — ^and I 
took the opportunity to march off with Mrs. 
Sparkleton," said Midas. 

Almost on the word. Lord Fitzhauton 
appeared, looking very vexed and annoyed, 
but closely followed up by the not-easily-to- 
be-shaken-off Twittlewit. Exceedingly an- 
noyed, in the first place, by the thought 
that Midas was probably engaged in prose- 
cuting his attentions to Mrs. Sparkleton, 
ritzhauton was also wearied to death by his 
companion, and with the nonsensical nature 
of the business he had alleged to gain his 
ear. Bather than not be thought to haye 
composed a very formidable libel indeed — 
or perhaps he had been jested with by some 
of his acquaintance — ^but Twittlewit an- 
nounced that one of the personages of " his 
book" had declared he would horsewhip him 
for the manner in which he had been treated 
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in it. Under these circumstances, lie en- 
treated Lord Fitzhauton to promise that — 
"if anything should happen" — he would 
officiate as his Iriend on the occasion; 

" You had better not have me, for FU be 
hanged if I don't get one or the other of 
you shot, you are such a pair of confounded 
bores — one with his poetry, and the other 
with his stupid curiosities,'' said Lord 
Fitzhauton. " I warn you, I won't leave 
the ground till you are both, if possible, 
sent to glory," 

*' Perhaps nothing will happen ; — but will 
you ?' said Twittlewit, quite beseechingly. 

" Well, but don't bore me about it, till 
you get your horsewhipping," said the 
projected second, laughing outright, in spite 
of his vexation. But in vain he tried to 
shift the conversation, or to get rid of his 
companion. The apprehended duel formed 
a good introduction to an elaborate defence 
of the work in question, changing by no 
very fine shades into the warmest self- 
eulogy, and a very minute account of the 
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Tarious beauties in wluch it abounded. 
Listening, or rather seeming to listen, to 
this description — for he could not get away, 
his arm being firmly linked in Twittlewit's 
— Fitzbauton arrived. 

" Well, how did you two enjoy your-i 
sdyes? We haye enjoyed ourselyes won- 
derfully 1" said Lady Fitzbauton to her 
lord, with a disdainful glance. 

^^It is indeed a very fine show appar 
rently, this year," said Deyille. 

" I don't know. I scarcely noticed any-^ . 
thing. Twittkwit may really well con- 
sider his noyel a ^ stunner,' " replied Fitz- 
bauton. 

Twittlewit exchanged salutes with Lord 
Deyille, and stared at the GullibuUs. Mrs. , 
Gullibull inquired, in a yery audible 
whisper, of her son-in-law, who he was, 
and he repli^, by introducing him. ^^ Oh^ 
it is the celebrated Mr. Twittlewit — ^the 
great poet, or noyelist — ^which are we to 
call you now, Hercules?— let me recommend 
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him to your acqnaiixtance, -* my wife's 
mother, Mrs. Gullibull." 

^^ Fm quite delighted to see you, sir/' 
replied the lady, extending her ever-ready 
hand at once, while Fitzhauton, delighted 
to he relieved of his bore, tamed to see if 
there were any possibility of retrievii^ 
Mrs. Sparkleton. The refined Hercules, with 
a stare of surprise at so sudden a cordiality, 
put the tip of one of his fingers on Mrs. 
Gullibull's glove, with a touch meant to 
freezse. But it failed. ^^ I was just think* 
ing what rum names they do give to flowers^'' 
said Mrs. Gullibull; ^^but as you are a 
scholar sort of a gentleman, you will be able 
to give me a touch of their proper pro- 
naundoHan. What's that, for a beginning?' 

Twittlewit found himself seized and cap- 
tured even as he himself had lately made a 
prey ; but as he luckily at the instant re- 
collected the association of the Gullibull 
name with great wealth, he resigned him- 
self more easily than one would have exr 
pected, to his task. 
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^^ That, mem? That is a ranuncnlus.'' 

^^ A ranonculiis?" repeated Mrs. Gulli- 
hull, merely traosposing the accent of her 
tutor to the wrong syllable. 

^^ Let us go, there is nothing I hate more 
than being annoyed with the names of 
things," said Fitzhauton, peevishly; and 
with a look at Mrs. Sparkleton, which said 
as plainly as words could, ^^ Won't you take 
my arm again?" 

^^ I want to show alderman Gullibull my 
carnations — and to get out of this crowd," 
isaid Mrs. Sparkleton, without seeming to 
understand. '^ So we will head the proces- 
sion, and be off together." 

" I shall be quite jealous if you do— I am 
already," said Mrs. Gullibull, desisting from 
her botanical studies, and playfully shaking 
her plump clenched fist. 

^^ You could not hurt her with that lump 
of fat, if you hit her, Betsy ; but I'll take 
care you don't while I am by to see fair 
play," returned the alderman. 

^' I'm sure, mamma, if anybody ought to 
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1)6 jealous, I ought/' said Lady Fitzhauton. 
** Only I don't care about it — and it is only 
tit for tat — for Lord Deville and I have 
been as sweet as possible on one another all 
the time." 

Deville was excessively annoyed at this 
observation, but it was one of his maxims 
that the truth deceives best, at times. On 
a moment's reflection, he was not so vexed 
as he might otherwise have been, and he 
replied with playful vivacity, " Oh, yes, 
we have been indemnifying ourselves — but 
we are excessively jealous, nevertheless." 

" Ton will be more so, then, for I ami 
determinedr— my iiew horse is such a beau- 
tiful, high-spirited creature — ^I am deter- 
mined to call it ^ Sparkleton,' " said Lord 
Fitzhauton, eagerly, and without much 
noticing this skirmish. '' And I declare, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, I do declare, I think your 
heads resemble, they are both so finely cut, 
and there is such fire and breeding in your 
eyes and nostrils !" 

^^ There is a compliment! — ^to be com- 
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pated to a hone! Let us be o£^" replied 
Mrs. Sparkleton ; bat her fine eyes lighted 
np with pleasure as if she felt it as one. 
*' Heaven be praised, however, our manea 
don't resemble ; my namesake's is of a light 
grey, I think?' 

^^ He wants to coax you from me, but he 
shan't !" said the alderman, hugging Mrs. 
Sparkleton doser to him. 

'^But first of aU, as I have you all 
together— I mean to send you notes, in 
course*— but that you mayn't engage your* 
selves anywhere else, TU just mention that 
I have been obliged to shift our grand 
dinner to Sunday," said Mrs. Gnllibull; 
adding, with mysterious solemnity,-^^^ The 
GBEAT MAN can't come on Saturday, as he 
promised ; there's a rail to be hocus-pocused 
into paying, somewhere down in the country, 
that he quite forgot, and he can't be back 
again till Sunday forenoon." 

Fitzhauton looked beseechingly at Mrs. 
Sparkleton ; but her answer was already on 
her lips. ^^ Ton may make sure of me, Mrs. 
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GoUibuIl; I would not miss meeting with 
the money magician on any account. The 
only drawback will be, that most likely 
MiflE) Scurmucheon wUl not come. I believe 
she has some particular opinions about the 
observance of the sabbath, and always has 
a cold dinner herself on that day." 

^' Then she can do the other thing, if she 
is such a Methodist, and I shall save both 
my meat and my manners," replied Mrs. 
Gullibull. "And pray, my lord, don't you 
disappoint us." 

"I have no counter-engagement, I be? 
lieve," replied Lord DeviUe. " But I have 
left my memoranda on my dressing table. 
I shall be sure to send word." 

'^ Ha, ha, ha ! How can you have a 
cemn^-engagement? You don't keep a 
shop, do you, my lord?" jocosely and wittily 
observed the alderman. 

" Well, don'tee disappoint us ; and ajs it 

is going to be a very large party " began 

Mrs. GuUibuU— 

" Oh ! you shall come, Lord DeviUe I 
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you shall not disappoint me, mind!'' said 
Ladj Fitzhauton, whose secret irritation 
and utter want of mastery over her temper 
impelled her to say and do the most foolish 
tilings. ^^ We will take no denial ; at least, 
/ won't, whatever engagement you have." 

^^ None could possibly be pleasanter to 
me," replied his lordship. 

^^ I see I may book a place for you; but 
what I was going to say when I was inter- 
rupted by her ladyship," resumed Mrs. 
Gullibull, ^^was, that as our party is so 
large, it don't matter about one or two, more 
or less, and I shall be very much pleased 
to see this young gentleman at dinner, too, 
— Mr. Twiggletit, I believe your name is^ 
sir?" 

** Don't cheat the immortal syllables of 
their due — ^it is Twittlewit," said Mrs- 
Sparkleton. ^^But let us go. My car^ 
nations are on the way out, and I really am 
tired." 

The alderman took the hint, and moved 
off with his brilliant companion, while young 
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GullibuU, assuming the place of a favoured 
admirer, pushed on through the crowd after 
them on the other side. Deville and Lady 
Fitzhauton followed, while her husband was 
seized and appropriated by his mother-in- 
law — an unwilling victim. Mrs. Gullibull 
seemed not to anticipate the possibility of a 
refusal to her invitation from Twittlewit, 
for she did not even wait for an acceptance. 
And but that the bard inntordly imputed 
his sudden progress from an introduction to 
a dinner, to the dazzling effect of his literary 
renown, he might have been offended with 
its abrupt singularity. As it was, he 
raised his hat to the back of Mrs. Gulli- 
bull's bonnet, and seemed by his silence to 
give consent. Every one had forgotten 
Charity Green, and she followed in the wake 
of her bustling aunt — alone. 

Charity was retired and calm by nature 
and habit, but she was not insensible. No 
deeper and more painful feelings of neglect, 
loneliness, and slighted affection could visit 
a heart not formed indeed for violent or 



286 XHB QOLD-W<ntSHIFPBES : 

heroic passions, but capable of sentiments 
more fixed and enduring Hum any. With 
all her poverty she was proud; but the 
mortification of the visible slight she en- 
dured was as nothing compared with her 
own self-contempt in finding how powerfully 
it affected her to remember by whom it was 
inflicted. Charity would have been more 
content with her destiny, at least resigned 
to ity if she could have preserved a feeling 
of respect for the author of her misery. 
But to feel that she had loved, and did 
still love, a man whom even the natu*- 
ral blindness of the passion could not dis- 
guise from her to be so unworthy, troubled 
her. Had she even thought that Midas's 
inconstancy; long suspected, of late more 
and more cogently confirmed ; was the 
result of a superior passion for the beauty 
and brilliant qualities of her splendid rival, 
Charity would almost have forgiven him. 
But she knew that Mrs. Sparkleton's wealth 
was his chief lure; her consequence in 
society, her high birth : that no generous 
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madness inflamed him. She had not even the 
consolation left her, not to despise him. 

The prospect of a lonely, uncared-for ex- 
istence had of late grown gradually fami- 
liarized to the contemplations of Charity 
Green. But it was now thrust rather ab- 
ruptly and overpoweringly upon her, as she 
followed, the last and utterly unnoticed 
one of so numerous and gay a party. The 
delicacy and fixedness of her character ren- 
dered any idea of ever uniting herself with 
any man, but him who had won her virgin 
affections, more unpalatable than utter lone- 
liness to the visions of the post-office clerk's 
orphan. Therefore, all her future existence 
must needs be lonely, even if any other man 
shouldever again takenoticeof her. A matter 
which poor Charity, in the humility of her 
self-depredation, thought as impossible as it 
would be vexatious and uncalled-for. 

Silent and unobservant as she seemed to 
the many who do not observe, Charity was, 
nevertheless, possessed of considerable pene- 
tration, and firequently indulged in mental 
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analyses of conduct and character, whicli 
led her to conclusions undreamed by the 
objects of her scrutiny. It is probable, 
that she alone of all these processioning 
groups of ours, had a painful suspicion, at 
times amounting to conviction, of the real 
motives and purposes at work. 

Foremost, she perceived alderman Gul- 
libull and Mrs. Sparkleton engaged in 
evidently earnest and matter-of- business 
conversation, in which they both took so 
eager an interest, that no notice whatever 
was taken of the would-be attendant son. 
Whether in disdain of this neglect, or for 
some purpose of his own, Midas had sunk 
into the rear, but kept up so closely behind 
that he might very profitably overhear a 
good deal of the conversation. Charity's 
heart misgave her, that he was meanly en- 
deavouring to overhear the particulars of 
the dialogue, too probably on the score of 
its connexion with his own views on the 
purse, as well as person, of the rich widow 
of Colonel Sparkleton. Behind them fol- 
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lowed Lady Fitzhauton and Lord Deville; 
the former assiduously performing what she 
considered to be a retaliating flirtation with 
the latter, intended to provoke her hus- 
band's jealousy and spleen. Charity felt 
that it would only awaken his contempt 
and aversion, while she was by no means 
certain that he had not some reasonable 
ground, besides his wife's folly and impru- 
dence, to distrust the intentions of Deville. 

Charity was a lady, at least in feeling 
and mind, and she was vexed to the heart 
continually with the vulgarity of her aunt's 
pretensions and demeanour. She was grate- 
ful to her for former kindness, and really 
loved all the loveable points of her character. 
But it pained her almost as much as it 
annoyed Lord Fitzhauton, to mark her 
pompous parade and display of herself and of 
her noble son-in-law, as they passed through 
the grounds. Perhaps it was a relief to 
the whole party — ^for it released them all 
from a species of acting which had become 
tedious to several of the performers— when 
they suddenly reached the gates of the 
gardens, ilbs. Sparkleton declared^ andi 
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v^ truly, that she had been so ab- 
sorbed in the conversation she had quite 
forgotten her carnations, and it was 
unanimously agreed not to return on their 
account. 

And no wonder — Alderman GullibuU was 
a complete enthusiast on the topic in which 
Mrs. Sparkleton had engaged him in con- 
versation. The ancient voyagers in quest 
of El Dorado, the modern pilgrims of Cali- 
fornia, never had a more earnest faith and 
zeal in their golden visions than alderman 
GullibuU in his Railway speculations. In 
fact, he would not suffer himself for a 
moment to doubt the success of schemes in 
which he had embarked so large a venture 
— a far larger one than the worst suspicions 
of Midas himself suggested. He had a 
special liking for Mrs. Sparkleton, and was 
very willing that she should put her sickle 
into the golden harvest. He was flattered 
with her implicit trust in his judgment : 
she wanted shares in the lines in which he 
was interested, and only in those. He 
imagined himself deeply in the confidence 
of the great bubble-blower of the hour — 
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and it happened that he himself was in 
immediate want of a large sum of money 
to pay up his calls on the numerous shares 
of which he was possessed. Alderman 
GuUibuU was not in that most secret and 
recondite part of the great mystery, which 
enabled purchasers to buy without paying, 
and receive large interest for sums of 
money which they ought to have paid it on. 
He was, therefore, induced, without much 
difficulty, to promise procuring Mrs. 
Sparkleton an assignment of shares, which 
would probably render a renewed applica- 
tion to her friend, Mrs. Skinflintz, an 
event not very distantly possible. 

Midas overheard, at least, so much of this 
conversation, as quickened his conviction 
of the necessity of pushing on his projects 
to some decision. He volunteered, with a 
zeal which Mrs. Sparkleton had some diffi- 
culty in repulsing, to see her safely home, 
as he said, in her carriage. But she de- 
clared she was in no apprehension of any 
danger, accepted Lord Fitzhauton's hand 
to the vehicle, and sate in it talking in 
an under tone with him on the steps, till 
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Deville came up to beg a seat in it. He 
had declined Lady Fitzhauton's strenuous 
request, that he would take one beside her 
in her ciarriage, "since Lord Fitzhauton 
was evidently not going home with A^," 
and reminded his noble friend that he was 
keeping her ladyship waiting. 

Husband and wife accordingly "went 
home" in moody silence together, while 
Lord Deville and Mrs. Sparkleton — the 
latter in a charming flow of spirits — 
diverted one another by turning into ridi- 
oule almost all they had seen or heard 
during the day. Mrs. Gullibull only re- 
collected her niece when she saw her 
dejectedly following into their vehicle. 
" Law, Charity, what a dummy you are ! 
I had really almost forgotten you were not 
at home over your tambour work," was the 
apology she thought it necessary to make 
on the occasion. 
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